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Nurse's Song 

When the voices of children are heard on the green 

And laughing is heard on the hill, 
My heart is at rest within my breast, 

And everything else is still. 

Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down, 

And the dews of night arise ; 
Come, come, leave off play, and let us away 

Till the morning appears in the skies. 

No, no, let us play, for it is yet day, 

And we cannot go to sleep ; 
Besides in the sky the little birds fly, 

And the hills are all covered with sheep. 

Well, well, go and play till the light fades away, 

And then go home to bed. 
The little ones leap'd and shouted and laugh'd ; 

And all the hills echoed. 

W. Blake. 
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A Boy's Song 



/- A Boy's Song 

Where the pools are bright and deep, 
Where the grey trout lies asleep, 
Up the river and o'er the lea, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the blackbird sings the latest. 
Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest, 
Where the nestlings chirp and flee, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the mowers mow the cleanest, 
Where the hay lies thick and greenest ; 
There to trace the homeward bee> 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the hazel bank is steepest. 
Where the shadow falls the deepest. 
Where the clustering nuts fall free, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Why the boys should drive away 
Little sweet maidens from the play, 
Or love to banter and fight so well, 
That's the thing I never could tell. 

But this I know, I love to play. 
Through the meadow, among the hay ; 
Up the water and o'er the lea. 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Hogg. 

I remember, I remember 

I 

I REMEMBER, I remember 

The house where I was bom. 
The little window where the sun 

Came peeping in at mom ; 
He never came a wink too soon, 

Nor brought too long a day. 
But now I often wish the night 

Had borne my breath away ! 



I rementder^ I remember 

II 
I remember, I remember 

The roses, red and white, 
The vi'lets, and the lily-cups. 

Those flowers made of light ! 
The lilacs where the robin built. 

And where my brother set 
The laburnum on his birthday, — 

The tree is living yet ! 

Ill 
I remember, I remember 

Where I was used to swing. 
And thoug-ht the air must rush as fresh 

To swallows on the wing ; 
My spirit flew in feathers then. 

That is so heavy now, 
And summer pools could hardly cool 

The fever on my brow ! 

IV 

I remember, I remember 

The fir trees dark and high ; 
I used to think their slender tops 

Were close against the sky ; 
It was a childish ignorance. 

But now 'tis little joy 
To know I'nci farther off from heav'n 

Than when I was a boy. 

Hood. 

The Lamb 

Little Lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee. 
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed 
By the stream and o'er the mead ; 
Gave thee clothmg of delight* 
Softest clothingr, woolly, bright ; 
Gave thee such a tender voice 
Making all the vales rejoice • 

Littie Lamb, who made thee ? 

Bost thou know who itiade thee ? 



The Latnl^ 

Little Lamb, PU tell thee. 
Little Lamb, PU tell thee. 
He is called by thy name, 
For He calls Himself a Lamb : — 
He is meek and He is mild ; 
He became a littie child. 
I a child, and thou a lamb. 
We are called by His name. 

Littie Lamb, God bless thee ; 

Littie Lamb, God bless thee. 

W. Blakk. 



A Night 

The sun descending in the west. 

The evening star does shine ; 
The birds are silent in their nest, 
And I must seek for mine. 
The moon, like a flower 
In heaven's high bower. 
With silent delight 
Sits and smiles on the night. 

Farewell, green fields and happy groves. 

Where flocks have ta'en delight ; 
Where lambs have nibbled, silent moves 
The feet of angels bright ; 
Unseen, they pour blessing. 
And joy without ceasing. 
On each bud and blossom. 
And each sleeping bosom. 

They look in every thoughtless nest, 

Where birds are covered warm, 
They visit caves of every beast, 
To keep them all from harm : — 
If they see any weeping 
That should have been sleeping. 
They pour sleep on their head, 
And sit down by their bed. 

W. Blake. 



r%ft ^* Spantel called ^ Beau' 

« , <4oSt^*^*®' called • Beau' killing a 
OnaSP**- younK Bird ^* 

\ <sPX>rI^J-. Beau, that fares like you. 

Well fed. and at his e^se, 
Should ^wviser be than to pursue 

Each trifle that he sees. 
Butvovi liave killed a tiny bird, 

Vftvicli flew not till to-day, 
A^inst my orders, whom you heard 

Forbidding you the prey. 
Nor did you kill that you might eat. 

And ea.se a doggish pain. 
For him, though chased with fUnous heat, 

You left where he was slam. 
Nor was he of the thievish sort, 
^ or one whom blood allures, 
But innocent was all his sport 
Whom you have torn for yours. 

My dog! what remedy remains, 

Since, teach you all I can, 
I see you, after all my pains, 

So much resemble man. 

BEAU'S REPLV 

Sir, When I flew to seize the bird 

n spite of y<X^-^rs"fheard, 
^aSe?to%hstand. 

YOU cried-' Forbear ^^-^^^.^ breast 
A mightier cned-- ^ ^ ^^^ 

'Twas Nature, sir, wn"=» 
Impell'd me to the deea. 

Yet much as Nature I ''^!,^^*^'' 

I ventured once to °^^!^7, ^s 
(As you perhaps may '[^fif e f 

Her precept for yonr saKe , 



On a Spaniel called ^ Beau^ 

And when your linnet on a day, 

Passing his prison door, 
Had fluttered all his strength away, 

And panting pressed the floor ; 

Well knowing him a sacred thing, 

Not destined to my tooth, 
I only kiss'd his ruffled wing. 

And lick'd the feathers smooth. 

Let my obedience then excuse 

My disobedience now, 
Nor some reproof yourself refuse 

From your aggrieved Bow-wow ; 

If killing birds be such a crime, 

(Which I can hardly see), 
What think you, sir, of killing Time 

With verse addressed to me ? 

COWPER. 



A Lucy Gray; or. Solitude 

Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray : 
And, when I crossed the wild, 

I chanced to see at break of day 
The solitary child. 

No mate, no comrade Lucy knew ; 

She dwelt on a wide moor, 
— The sweetest thing that ever grew 

Beside a human door ! 

You yet may spy the fawn at play, 
The hare upon the green ; 

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 
Will never more be seen. 

' To-night will be a stormy night — 
You to the town must go ; 

And take a lantern, Child, to light 
Your mother through the snow.' 



Lucy Gray ; or. Solitude 

*That, Father ! will I gladly do : 

'Tis scarcely afternoon — 
The minster-clock has just struck two, 

And yonder is the moon ! ' 

At this the Father raised his hook, 

And snapped a faggot-band ; 
He plied his work ;— and Lucy took 

The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain roe : 

With many a wanton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powdery snow. 

That rises up like smoke. 

The storm came on before its time. 

She wandered up and down ; 
And many a hill did Lucy climb. 

But never reached the town. 

The wretched parents all that nigMt 

Went shouting far and wide ; 
But there was neither sound nor sight 

To serve them for a guide. 

At day-break on a hill they stood 

That overlooked the moor ; 
And thence they saw the bridge of wood, 

A furlong from their door. 

They wept^and, turning homeward, cried, 
* In heaven we all shall meet ! ' 

— When in the snow the mother spied 
The print of Lucy's feet. 

Then downwards from the steep hilPs edge 
They tracked the footmarks small ; 

And through the broken hawthorn hedge, 
And by the long stone wall ; 

And then an open field they crossed : 
The marks were still the same ; 

They tracked them on, nor ever lost ; 
And to the bridge they came. 






Lucy Gray ; or^ So/t^ua^ 

They followed from the snowy b^^^^^V 

Those footmarks, one by one, 
Into the middle of the plank ; 

And further there were none . 

—Yet some maintain that to this da^,;^ 

She is a living child ; 
That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome wild. 

O'er rough and smooth she trips along, 

And never looks behind ; 
And sings a solitary song 

That whistles in the wind 

Wordsworth. 

i' Hunting Songr 

Waken, lords and ladies gay ! 
On the mountain dawns the day ; 
Ail the jolly chase is here, 
With hawk, and horse, and hunting spear t 
Hounds are in their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knellinff • 
Merrily, mernly, mingle they, ' 

« Waken, lords and ladies gay.' 

Waken, lords and ladies gay ! 
The mist has left the mountain grey, 
Springlets in the dawn are steaming' 
Diamonds on the brake, are gleaming • 
And foresters have busy been, ' 

To track the buck in thicket green ; 
Now we come to chant our lay, 

* Waken, lords and ladies gay.*' 

Waken, lords and ladies gay ! 
To the greenwood haste away ; 
We can show you where he lies, 
Fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 
We can show the marks he made. 
When 'gainst the oak his antlers fray'd ; 
You shall see him brought to bay— 

* Waken, lords and ladies gay.' 



-J. 



Hunting^ Song 

Louder, Jouder chant tlie lay, 
Waken, Jords and ladies gay ! 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 

Run a course as well as we ; 

Time, stern huntsman ! who can baulk, 

Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk? 

Think of this, and rise with day, 

Gentle lords and ladies gay ! 

Sir W. Scott. 

L Lord UJiin's Daughter 

A CHiEFXAlN, to tlie Highlands bound, 

Cries, * Boatman, do not tarry ! 
And Pll g-ive thee a silver pound, 

To row us o'er the ferry. 
*Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle, 

This dark and stormy water .?> 
'0, Pm tlie chief of Ulva^s isle. 

And this Lord TJllin's daughter.— 
'And fast before her father's men 
Three days we've fled together, 
For should he find us in the glen. 

My blood would stain the heather. 
*His horsemen hard behind us ride ; 

Should they our steps discover. 
Then who will cheer my bonny bride 

When tliey have slain her lover.?' 
Outspoke the hardy Highland wight, 

'I'll go, my chief— I'm ready; 
It is not for your silver bright, 
But for your winsome lady : 
* And by my word ! the bonny bird 

In danger shall not tarry ; 
So though the waves are raging white, 

I'll row you o'er the ferry.' — 
By this the storm grew loud apace. 
The water- wraith was shrieking ; ^ 

' The evil spirit of the waters. 



10 Lord Ullin's Daughter 

And in the scowl af heaven each face 
Grew dark as they were speaking. 

But still as wilder blew the wind, 
And as the night grew drearer, 

Adown the glen rode arm^d men, 
Their trampling sounded nearer. — 

* O haste thee, haste ! ' the lady cries, 

* Though temjjests round us gather ; 
I'll meet the raging of the skies, 

But not an angry father.' — 

The boat has left a stormy land, 

A stormy sea before her, — 
"When, oh ! too strong for human hand. 

The tempest gathe?d o'er her. 

And still they row'd amidst the roar 

Of waters fast prevailing : 
Lord Ullin reach'd that fatal shore. 

His wrath was changed to wailing. — 

For sore dismay'd, through storm and shade, 

His child he did discover : — 
One lovely hand she stretched for aid. 

And one was round her lover. 

* Come back ! come back ! ' he cried in grief, 

* Across this stormy water : 

And ril forgive your Highland chief, 
My daughter !— oh my daughter ! ' — 

'Twas vain : the loud waves lashed the shore, 

Return or aid preventing ; — 
The waters wild went o'er his child, — 

And he was left lamenting. 

Campbell. 



/« The Chimney-sweeper 

When my mother died I was very young. 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry, * ^'weep / ^weep I ^weep ! 'weep / ' 
So your chimneys I sweep, and m soot I sleep. 






Tom Dacre i, 

•■" J «,asti ^* * ' *"" shme in the sun. 

Then, tvaJ'** ?;?do^*.^' '^a *^''' "^^S" '«« behind, 
1«A the angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy 
^^d have God for h,s father, and never w^°%y. 

And so Tom awoke ; and we rose in the dark. 
And got w>tl» our bags and our brushes to wwk ; 
^ough the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm • 
So if all do *«"■ duty, they need not fearl^Vm. ' 



W. Blake. 
Nora's Vow 



Hear what Highland Nora said,^ 

* The Earlie's son I will not wed, 
Should all the race of nature die, 
And hone be left but he and I. 
For all the gold, for all the gear, 
And all the lands both far and near, 
That ever valour lost or won, 

I would not wed the Earlie's son.' 

II 

< A maiden's vows,' old Galium spoke, 

* Are lightly made, and lightly broke ; 
The heather on the mountain's height 
Begins to bloom in purple light ; 
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The frost-wind soon shall sweep away 
That lustre deep from glen and brae ; 
Yet Nora, ere its bloom be gone, 
May blithely wed the Earlie's son.' — 

III 

* The swan,' she said, * the lake's clear breast 
May barter for the eagle's nest ; 
The Awe's fierce stream may backward turn, 
Ben-Cruaichan fall, and crush Kilchum ; 
Our kilted clans, when blood is high. 
Before their foes may turn and fly ; 
But I, were all these marvels done. 
Would never wed the Earlie's son.' 

IV 

Still in the water-lily's shade 

Her wonted nest the wild-swan made ; 

Ben-Cruaichan stands as fast as ever, 

Still downward foams the Awe's fierce river ; 

To shun the clash of foeman's steel. 

No Highland brogue has tum'd the heel : 

But Nora's heart is lost and won, 

— She's wedded to the Earlie's son ! 

SCOTT. 



Ballad of Agincourt 

Fair stood the wind for France, 
When we our sails advance. 
Nor now to prove our chance 

Longer will tarry ; 
But putting to the main. 
At Caux, the mouth of Seine, 
With all his martial train. 

Landed King Harry. 

And, taking many a fort, 
Furnished in warlike sort, 
Marcheth tow'rds Agincourt 
In happy hour, 
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(Skirmishing day by day, 
With those oppose his way) 
Where the French general lay 
With all his power. 

Which in his height of pride. 
King Henry to deride, 
His ransom to provide 

To the king sending ; 
Which he neglects the while, 
As from a nation vile. 
Yet with an angry smile 

Their fall portending, 

And, turning to his men. 
Quoth our brave Henry then : 
Though they to one be ten, 

Be not amazed ! 
Yet have we well begun ; 
Battles so bravely won, 
Have ever to the sun 

By fame been raised. 

And for myself (quoth he),— 
This my full rest shall be, 
England ne'er mourn for me, 

Nor more esteem me ; — 
Victor I will remain. 
Or on this earth lie slain : 
Never shall she sustain 

Loss to redeem me. 



Poitiers and Cressy tell, 

When most their pride did swell, 

Under our swords they fell ; 

No less our skill is 
"^an when our grandsire great, 
^aiming the regal seat, 
^y «iany a warlike feat 

Lopp'd the French lilies. 
TK^t>uke of York so dread 
,;J?e ea^er vanward led, 
^^^ht^fmain Henry sped. 
Amongst bis henchmen. 
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Exceter had the rear, 
A braver man not there, — 
O Lord ! how hot they were, 
On the false Frenchmen 1 

They now to fight are gone : 
Armour on armour shone, 
Drum now to drum did groan — 

To hear was wonder ; 
That with the cries they make, 
The very earth did shake ; 
Trumpet to trumpet spake — 

Thunder to thunder. 

Well it thine age became, 
O noble Erpingham ! 
Which didst the signal aim 

To our hid forces, — 
When from a meadow by, 
Like a storm suddenly. 
The English archery 

Stuck the French horses. 

With Spanish yew so strong. 
Arrows a cloth-yard long. 
That like to serpents stung. 

Piercing the weather,— 
None from his fellow starts, 
But, playing manly parts,, 
And like true English hearts 

Stuck close together. 

When down their bows they threw, 
And forth their bilboes drew. 
And on the French they flew. 

Not one was tardy ; 
Arms from the shoulders sent, 
Scalps to the teeth were rent, 
Down the French peasants went, — 

Our men were hardy. 

This while our noble king, 
His broadsword brandishing, 
Into the host did fling. 
As to overwhelm it. 
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And many a deep wound lent. 
His anns with blood besprent, 
And many a cruel dent 
BruizM his helmet. 

Gloster, that duke so good. 
Next of the royal blood, 
For famous England stood, 

With his brave brother ; 
Clarence, in steel so bnght. 
Though but a maiden knight 
Yet in that furious figrht 

Scarce such another. 

Warwick in blood did wade ; 
Oxford the foe invade, 
And cruel slaughter made 

Still as they ran up ; 
Suffolk his axe did ply ; 
Beaumont and Willoughby 
Bare diem right doughtily, 

Ferrars and Fanhope. 

Upon Saint Crispin's day 
Fought was this noble fray, 
Which fame did not delay 

To England to carry. 
O when shall Englishmen, 
With such acts fill a pen, 
Or England breed agam 

Such a King Harry? 

Drayton. 



Ye Mariners of En^rland 

A NAVAL ODE 
I 

Ye Mariners of England I 

That guard our native seas ; 

Whose flag has braved, a thousand years. 

The battle and the breeze ! 
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Your glorious standard launch again 
To meet another foe ! 
And sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy tempests blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy tempests blow. 

II 
The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave ! — 
For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And Ocean was their grave : 
Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell, 
Your manly hearts shall glow. 
As ye sweep through the deep, 
While the stormy tempests blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy tempests blow. 

Ill 
Britannia needs no bulwark. 
No towers along the steep ; 
Her march is o'er the mountain-waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 
With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below, — 
As they roar on the shore. 
When the stormy tempests blow ; 
When the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy tempests blow. 

IV 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrific bum ; 

Till danger's troubled night depart, 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean warriors ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 

Campbell. 
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The G/rj desert 1368 her Fawn 

With sweetest milk and sugar first 

I it at my own fingers nursed ; 

And as it grew, so every day 

It wax'd more white and sweet than they. 

It had so sweet a breatli ! and oft 

I blush'd to see its foot more soft 
And white, shall I say, than my hand ? 
^ay, any lady's of tlie land ! 

^t is a wond'rous tiling: how fleet 
'Twas on those little silver feet : 
With what a pretty skipping grace 
It oft would challeng-e me the race ; 
And when 't had left me far away 
'Twould stay, and run agrain, and stay, 
For it was nimbler much than hinds ; 
And trod a.s if on the four winds. 

I have a g-arden of my own, 
But so with roses overgrown, 
And lilies, that you would it guess 
To be a little wilderness, 
And all the springtime oi the year 
It only lov^d to be there. 
Among the beds of lilies I 
Have soug^ht it oft, where it should lie : 
Yet could not, till itself would rise, 
Find it, although before mine eyes. 
For, in the flaxen lilies' shade 
It like a hank of lilies laid. 
Upon the roses it would i&ed.^ 
Until its lips e'en seem'd to bleed ; 
And then to me ^twould boldly trip, 
. And print those roses on my lip. 
But all its chief delight was still 
On roses thus itself to fill ; 
And its pure virgin limbs to fold 
In whitest sheets of lilies cold. 
Had it lived long, it would have been 
Lilies without, roses within. 

A. Marvell. 
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The Soldier's Dream 

Our bugles sang truce, for the night-cloud had lower'd, 
And the sentinel stars set their watch in the sky ; 

And thousands had sunk on the ground overpowered, 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 

When reposing that night on my pallet of straw 
By the wolf-scaring faggot that guarded the slain. 

At the dead of the night a sweet Vision I saw ; 
And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again. 

Methought from the battle-field's dreadful array 
Far, far I had roam'd on a desolate track : 

'Twas Autumn, — and sunshine arose on the way 
To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields traversed so oft 

In life's morning march, when my bosom was young ; 

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft, 
And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung. 

Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly I swore 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part ; 

My little ones kiss'd me a thousand times o'er, 
And my wife sobb'd aloud in her fulness of heart. 

* Stay — stay with us ! — rest ! thou art weary and worn ! ' — 
And fain was their war-broken soldier to stay ; — 

But sorrow retum'd with the dawning of mom. 
And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 

T. Campbell. 



/. John Gilpin 

John Gilpin was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
A train-band Captain eke was he 

Of famous London town. 



John Gilpin 

^ rS^'-n's spouse said to hf ^ea^' 
The>£^ wedded we have been ^^ 
JVo r^'T'ce ten tedious years, ye 
-, ^°«day have seen. 



'a^6^^ is our vredding-day, 
i^«fo I'^e will theri repair 
41/ ;^e Sell at E«imoivton, 
jj^ '"3 chaise and pair. 
^v'"**®*- s.r,d my sister's child, 

j^ ^«»*^^eblcfe after v.e. 






t>ei»*» 



^S^i^ta^tS Sfi ^"or, lest ^„ 

^Q^^ious souls, and all a^o«^ 
^^sh thro«s-li tfajcfe and ^y^ 



20. John Gilpin 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels ; 

Were never folks so glad, 
The stones did rattle underneath, 

As if Cheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side, 

Seized fast the flowing mane, 
And up he got in haste to ride, 

But soon came down again. 

For saddle- tree scarce reach'd had he, 

His journey to begin, 
When turning round his head he saw 

Three customers come in. 

So down he came, for loss of time 

Although it grieved him sore, 
Yet loss of pence, full well he knew, 

Would trouble him much more. 

'Twas long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind, 
When Betty screaming came downstairs, 

The wine is left behind. 

Good lack ! quoth he, yet bring it me. 

My leathern belt likewise 
In which I bear my trusty sword 

When I do exercise. 

Now Mistress Gilpin, careful soul. 

Had two stone bottles found, 
To hold the liquor that she loved. 

And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear. 
Through which the belt he drew, 
' And hung a bottle on each side 
To make his balance true. 

Then over all, that he might be 

Equipp'd from top to toe. 
His long red cloak well-brush'd and neat, 

He manfully did throw. 
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Now see him mpunted once again 

Upon his nimble steed, 
Full slowly pacing o'er the stones, 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well-shod feet, 
The snorting beast began to trot, 

Which gall'd him in his seat. 

So, Fair and softly ! John he cried. 

But John he cried m vain ; 
That trot became a gallop soon, 

In spite of curb and rem. 

So stooping down, as needs he must 

Who cannot sit upright, 
He grasp'd the mane with both his hands 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin neck or nought. 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt, when he set out, 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like streamer long and gay, 
Till, loop and button failing both. 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 

The bottles he had slung ; 
A bottle swinging at each side 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children scream'd. 

Up flew the windows all, 
And every soul cried out, Well done ! 

As loud as he could bawl. 
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Away went Gilpin — who but he ? 

His fame soon spread around, 
He carries weight, he rides a race, 

'Tis for a thousand pound. 

And still as fast as he drew near, 

'Twas wonderful to view 
How in a trice the turnpike-men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now as he went bowing down 

His reeking head full low, 
The bottles twain behind his back 

Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road 

Most piteous to be seen, 
Which made his horse's flanks to smoke 

As they had basted been. 

But still he seem'd to carry weight. 

With leathern girdle braced, 
For all might see the bottle-necks 

Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 

These gambols he did play, 
And till he came unto the Wash 

Of Edmonton so gay. 

And there he threw the Wash about 

On both sides of the way. 
Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild-goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 

From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wondering much 

To see how he did ride. 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin ! — Here's the house — 

They all at once did cry, 
The dinner waits, and we are tired ; 

Said Gilpin — So am I ! 
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But yet his horse was not a whit 

Inclined to tarry there, 
For why ? his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew 

Shot by an archer strong, 
So did he fly — which brings me to 

The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilpin, out of breath, 

And sore against his will. 
Till at his friend the Callender's 

His horse at last stood still. 

The Callender, amazed to see 

His neighbour in such trim, 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thus accosted him — 

What news ? what news ? your tidings tell, 

Tell me you must and shall — 
Say, why bareheaded you are come, 

Or why you come at all ? 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit. 

And loved a timely joke. 
And thus unto the Callender 

In merry guise he spoke — 

I came because your horse would come ; 

And if I well forbode. 
My hat and wig will soon be here, 

They are upon the road. 

The Callender, right glad to find 

His friend in merry pin. 
Returned him not a single word, 

But to the house went in. 

Whence straight he came with hat and wig, 

A wig that flowed behind, 
A hat not much the worse for wear, 

flach comely in its kind, 
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He held them up, and in his turn 
Thus show'd his ready wit, 

My head is twice as big as yours, 
They therefore needs must fit. 

But let me scrape the dirt away, 
That hangs upon your face ; 

And stop and eat, for well you may 
Be in a hungry case. 

Said John — It is my wedding-day. 
And all the world would stare, 

If wife should dine at Edmonton 
And I should dine at Ware, 

So, turning to his horse, he said, 

I an\ in haste to dine, 
'Twas for your pleasure you came here, 

You shall go back for mine. 

Ah,. luckless speech, and bootless boast ! 

For which he paid full dear. 
For while he spake a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and clear. 

Whereat his horse did snort as he 

Had heard a lion roar. 
And gallop'd off with all his might, 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin's hat and wig ; 

He lost them sooner than at first. 
For why ? they were too big. 

Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 

Into the country far away. 
She pull'd out half-a-crown ; 

And thus unto the youth she said, 
That drove them to the Bell, 

This shall be yours, when you bring back 
My husband safe and well. 



John Gilpin 25 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 

John coming back amain, 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop 

By catching at his rein. 

But not performing what he meant, 

And gladly would have done, 
The frightened steed he frighten'd more 

And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went postboy at his heels. 
The postboy*^ horse right glad to miss 

The lumbering of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 
With postboy scampering in the rear, 

They raised the hue and cry. 

Stop thief! — stop thief! — a highwayman I 

Not one of them was mute. 
And all and each that pass'd that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 

Flew open in short space, 
The toll-men thinking as before 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did and won it too. 

For he got first to town. 
Nor stopped till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 

— Now let us sing. Long live the king. 

And Gilpin long live he. 
And when he next doth ride abroad, 

May I be there to see ! 

\V. COWPER. 
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On Linden, ^ ^ii tne sun was low, 
All bloodlesg lay th' untrodden snow ; 
And dark as winter was the flow ' 
Of Iser, rowing- rapidly. 

But Linden saw another sigrht, 
When the drum beat, at dead of night 
Commanding fires of death to light 

The darkness of her scenery. 

» 

By torch and trumpet fast array'd 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade^ 
And furious every charger neigh'd 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven ; 
Then rush'd the steed to battle driven, 
And louder than the bolts of Heaven, 
Far flashed the red artillery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden's hills of stained snow ; 
And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

'Tis mom, but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 
Where furious Frank, and fiery Hun, 
Shout in their sulphurous canopy. 

The combat deepens. On, ye brave 
Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich ! all thy banners wave. 
And charge with all thy chivalry ! 

Few, few, shall part, where many meet ! 
The snow shall be their winding-sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 

T. Campbelu 
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A The Village Blacksmith 

Under a spreadingr chestnut tree 

The village smitliy stands ; 
The smith, a mighty man is he, 

With large and sinewy hands ; 
And the muscles of his brawny arms 

Are strong as iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long. 

His face is like the tan ; 
His brow is wet with honest sweat. 

He earns whatever he can. 
And looks the whole world in tlie face, 

For he owes not any man- 
Week in, week out, from mom till night. 

You can hear his bellows Wow ; 
You can hear him swing his lieavy sledge. 

With measured beat and slow. 
Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 

When the evening svin is low- 
And children coming home froix^ school 

Look in at the open door ; 
They love to see the flaming forge. 

And hear the bellows roar. 
And catch the bummgr sp^rlks ^^t^y 

Like chaff from a threshing-floor. 
He goes on Sunday to the church, 

And sits among ^is boys ^ 

He hears the parson pray ^^^^ 
He hears his daughter svoic , 

Singing in the viHa^^ ^^^ V^^^^ 
And it makes his heart rcj 

X.' i;i^^ her mother's voic^ 
It sounds to him like ner 

Singing in Paradise. 
He needs must think of her 

How in the grave she ^i;^^ ^^ 
And with his hard, rougn mc^ 

A tear out of his eyes- 
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Toiling,— rejoicing, — sorrowing. 
Onward through life he goes ; 

Each morning sees some task begin. 
Each evening sees it close ; 

Something attempted, something done, 
Has earned a nighf s repose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend. 
For the lesson thou hast taught ! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought ; 

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought ! 

Longfellow. 



A Elegy on the Death of a Mad Dog 

Good people all, of every sort, 

Give ear unto my song ; 
And if you find it wondrous short. 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Islington there was a Man, 
Of whom the world might say. 

That still a godly race he ran, 
Whene'er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had, 
To comfort friends and foes. 

The naked every day he clad, 
When he put on his clothes. 

And in that town a Dog was found, 

As many dogs there be, 
Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound. 

And curs of low degree. 

This Dog and Man at first were friends ; 

But when a pique began. 
The Dog, to gain some private ends. 

Went mad and bit the Man, 
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Around from all the neighbouring streets 

The wond'ring neighbours ran, 
And swore the Dog had lost his wits, 

To bite so good a Man. 

The wound it seem'd both sore and sad 

To every Christian eye ; 
And while they swore the Dog was mad, 

They swore the Man would die. 

But soon a wonder came to light, 
That show'd the rogues they lied : 

The Man recovered of the bite, 
The Dog it was that died. 

O. Goldsmith. 



The Outlaw 

O, Brignall banks are wild and fair, 

And Greta woods are green, 
And you may gather garlands there 

Would grace a summer queen. 
And as I rode by Dalton Hall 

Beneath the turrets high, 
A Maiden on the castle wall 

Was singing merrily, — 
* O, Brignall banks are fresh and fair. 

And Greta woods are green ; 
Fd rather rove with Edmund there, 

Than reign otu- English queen.' 

— * If, Maiden, thou wouldst wend with me, 

To leave both tower and town. 
Thou first must guess what life lead we. 

That dwell by dale and down ? 
And if thou canst that riddle read, 

As read full well you may, 
Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed 

As blithe as Queen of May.' 
Yet sung she, * Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are green ; 
rd rather rove with Edmund there, 

Than reign our English queen.' 
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* I read you by your bugle horn 

And by your palfrey good, 
I read you for a Ranger sworn, 

To keep the king's greenwood.' 
— * A Ranger, lady, winds his horn, 

And 'tis at peep of light ; 
His blast is heard at merry mom, 

And mine at dead of night' 
Yet sung she, * Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are gay ; 
I would I were with Edmund there. 

To reign his Queen of May ! 

* With bumish'd brand and musketoon, 

So gallantly you come, 
I read you for a bold Dragoon 

That lists the tuck of drum.' 
— * I list no more the tuck of drum. 

No more the trumpet hear ; 
But when the beetle sounds his hum, 

My comrades take the spear. 
And O ! though Brignall banks be fair, 

And Greta woods be gay. 
Yet mickle must the maiden dare. 

Would reign my Queen of May I 

* Maiden ! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I'll die ! 
The fiend, whose lantern lights the mead 

Were better mate than I ! 
And when I'm with my comrades met 

Beneath the greenwood bough. 
What once we were we all forget, 

Nor think what we are now.' 

CHORUS 
Yet Brignall banks are fresh and fair, 

And Greta woods are green. 
And you may gather garlands there 
Would grace a summer queen. 

SIR W. Scott. 



Battle c^ ^^^ .^aitt^ 

Battle o-f -fcl^« Balti^^ 

Of Nelson and the ISI ojrth. 

Sing the glorious day's ^^^^T^i^Ir, 

When to battle fierce camf ^^^^Lr. 

All the might of Denmai-k s ^^^^^y ^ ^^ . 

And her aLs along- the £eep proud/^ ^Ao:no ; 

By each gun the ligrliteci tora^^"* 

In a bold determineci 1^^*^, '^^ 

And the Prince of all tlie lana 

Led them on. — 

Like leviathans afloat, v^^ine • 

Lay their bulwarks on tloe ^""^ ' 

While the sign of battle fle^*^ 

On the lofty British line ^ ^j^j^^^^ . 

It was ten of April tno^^^^ IrVi 

As they drifted on theijr P^^^^^th ; 

There was silence deep^ iL^i-ath 

And the boldest held lii^ t>re.* 

For a time. — 

But the might of Eng:l^^^ ^^^ 

To anticipate the scen^ ^ d^'d 

And her van the fleeter ^^^en. 

O'er the deadly space ^^\.^ir\s cried, wh^.»^ 

* Hearts of oak ! 'our capt^iri ^ ^^ 

From its adamantine lip^ ^ ^-i^e ships, ^^^ 

Spread a death-shade roi^" 

Like the hurricane eclip^^ 

Of the sun. 

Again ! again ! again ? t^ 

And the havoc did not sl3^ , 

Till a feeble cheer the ^P^^^lc ;— ^ 

To our cheering sent uf "^r; slowly boo|^^ 

Their shots along the e^^^il, ^^ 

Then ceased — and all ^^ ^^ sail ; ^^^'^•^ 

As they strike the shatteir 
Or, in conflagration pa.l^» 
Light the gloom. 
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Out spoke the victor then 

As he hail'd them o'er the wave ; 

* Ye are brothers ! ye are men ! 

And we conquer but to save :— 

So peace instead of death let us bring ; 

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet 

With the crews, at England's feet, 

And make submission meet 

To our King.' 

Then Denmark bless'd our chief 

That he gave her wounds repose ; 

And the sounds of joy and grief 

From her people wildly rose. 

As death withdrew his shades from the day. 

While the sun look'd smiling bright 

O er a wide and woeful sight, 

Where the fires of funeral light 

Died away. 

Now joy, old England, raise ! 
For the tidings of thy might, 
By the festal cities' blaze, 
Whilst the wine-cup shines in light ; 
And yet amidst that joy and uproar. 
Let us think of them that sleep, 
Full many a fathom deep, 
By thy wild and stormy steep, 
Elsinore ! ^' 

Brave hearts ! to Britain's pride 

Once so faithful and so true 

On the deck of fame that died ; 

With the gallant good Riou ; 

Soft sigh the winds of heaven o'er their g-rave ' 

While the billow mournful rolls 

And the mermaid's song condoles. 

Singing Glory to the souls 

Of the brave I 

T. Campbell. 



Young- JLa^/i.ttzzfci9^ 

l^ Young- L^oc^hinvar 

YOUNG Lochinvar is come out of the West f 
Through all the wide Border his steed was the best • 
And save his good broadsword, he weapons had nonp . 
He rode all unarm'd, and lie rode all alone. ' 

So faithful in love, and so dauntless m war, 
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar. 

He sta/d not for brake and he stopped not for stone • 

He swam the Eske river where £ord there was none •' 

But ere he alighted at Netherhy grate. 

The bride had consented, the g-allant came ]ate ; 

For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war, 

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar. 

So boldly he enter'd the Netherby HaJI, 

Among bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers, and alj •-— 

Then spoke the bride^s father, his hand on his sword ' 

(For the poor craven brideg-room said never a word) 

* 0, come ye in peace here, or come ye in war. 

Or to dance at our bridal, yoiingr Lord Lochinvar } ' 

' I long woo'd your daughter, my suit you denied ;— 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide ;— 
And now am I come with this lost Love of mine 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far. 
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar I ' 

The bride kiss'd the goblet : the knight took it up. 
He quaiPd off the wine and he threw down the cup. 
She looWd down to blush, and she look'd up to sigh. 
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,-— 
* Now tread we a measure ! ' said young Lochinvar. 

So stately his form, and so lovely her face, 
That never a hall such a galliard did ^ce ; 
While her mother did fret, and her father did futue, 
And the bridegroom stood danghng his bonnet and pluti^^» 
And the bride-maidens whispered, * Twere better W ^^V 
To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochltvvat ^• 

P 



chifi^o^ 



One touch to her ba»Jball ^'^^ ' dft\ 

When they reach'd ^^ ^ - j.* V ^^-^1 charger stood 



-..^.-.t^^'-n.*- 



near ; 



ibef^S 



^^'^ 



So light to the croUP*^ . -^ i^jr lady he swung, 
So light to the saddl© before her he sprung 1 
* She is won 1 we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur; 
They'll have fleet steeds that follow,' quoth young Loch- 
invar. 
There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Netherby 

clan, 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they 

ran, 
There was racing and chasing, on Cannobie lea, 
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see. 
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war. 
Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar? 

Sir W. Scott. 



^ The Wreck of the Hesperus 

It was the schooner Hesperus, 

That sailed the wintry sea ; 
And the skipper had taken his little daughter, 

To bear him company. 

Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax. 
Her cheeks like the dawn of day. 

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds, 
That ope in the month of May. 

The skipper he stood beside the helm, 

With his pipe in his mouth. 
And watch'd how the veering flaw did blow 

The smoke now West, now South. 

Then up and spake an old sail6r, 
Had sail'd the Spanish Main, 

* I pray thee, put into yonder port, 

For I fear a hurricane. 

* Last night, the moon had a golden rin^, 

And to-night no moon we see 1 ' 
The skipper, he blew a whiff" from his pipe, 
And a scornful laugh laughed he. 



The ^^-^^ ^J^ fAe Jlesperus 
Colder ana l^aer blew the wind, 

-niesnow *f*.ufi^ssin^ in the brine. 
And the l^i^lows frothed hke yeast. 

Down came the storm, and smote amain 

The vessel in its strengrth ; 
She shudderd and paused, like a frig^hted steed 
Then leap d her cable's length. ' 

' Come hither ! come hither ! my little daughter 
And do not tremble so ; ' 

For I can weather the roughest gale 
That ever wind did blow.' 

He wrapp'd her warm in his seaman's coat 

Against the stinging blast ; 
He cut a rope from a broken spar, 

And bound her to the mast. 

' O father ! I hear the church-bells ring, 

say, what may it be ? ' 
''Tis a fog-bell, on a rock-bound coast !' — 

And he steer'd for the open sea. 

* O father 1 I hear the sound of guns, 

O say, what may it be ? ' 

* Some ship in distress that cannot hve 

In such an angry sea ! 

* O father ! I see a gleaming light, 

O say, what may it be r 
But the father answered never a word, 
A frozen corpse was ne. 

Lash'd to the helm, all stiff and stark, 

With his face to the skies. 
The lantern gleamed througn me gleaming snow 

On his fix'd and glassy eyes. 

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed 

That sav^d she niight De ; 
And she thought of Christ, wno sti\|^4 the waves 

On the Lake of Galilee. 
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36 Tke Wreck of the Hesperus 

And fast through the midnight dark and drear, 
Through the whistling sleet and snow, 

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept 
Towards the reef of Norman's Woe. 

And ever the fitful gusts between 

A sound came from the land ; 
It was the sound of the trampling surf, 

On the rocks and the hard sea-sand. 

The breakers were right beneath her bows, 

She drifted a dreary wreck, 
And a whooping billow swept the crew 

Like icicles from her deck. 

She struck where the white and fleecy waves 

Looked soft as carded wool, 
But the cruel rocks, they gored her sides 

Like the horns of an angry bull. 

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice. 
With the masts went by the board ; 

Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank. 
Ho ! ho ! the breakers roared ! 

At day-break, on the bleak sea-beach 

A fisherman stood aghast, 
To see the form of a maiden fair 

Lashed close to a drifting mast. 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast, 

The salt tears in her eyes ; 
And he saw her hair like the brown sea-weed 

On the billows fall and rise. 

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus, 

In the midnight and the snow ! 
Christ save us all from a death like this, 

On the reef of Norman's Woe ! 

H. W. Longfellow. 



T^ /^^^ ^^d the Water^iily 3^ 

TV\bO<^* ^rid the Water-lily 

Tlii.Tioot^_,5'^ shady, and soft airs 

Swept ^ Z^^^s silent tide, 
Wherv,'sC^J>eci from literary cares, 
I watid^* ^ on his side. 

My spatvicU prettiest of his race, 

A.ndTaign in pedigree,— 
(Two tiyi^prxs adom'd with every grace 
TViat spaniel found for me,) 

Now wanton'd lost in flags and reeds, 

Now, startmg into sight. 
Pursued the swallow o*er the meads 

With scarce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse displayed 

His lilies newly blown ; 
Their beauties I intent surveyed. 

And one I wish'd my own. 

With cane extended far I sought 

To steer it close to land ; 
But still the prize, though nearly caught, 

Escaped my eager hand. 

Beau mark'd my unsuccessful pains 

With fix'd considerate face. 
And puzzling set his puppy brains 

To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and strong 

Dispersing all his dream, 
I thence withdrew, and followed long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I retum'd ; 

BeaUy trotting far before, 
The floating wreath again discern'd, 

And plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropp'd 

Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropped 

The treasure at my feet. 



38 The Dog ami i/^ Pl^afef--2ily 

Charrxi'd with the sigrht, • The world/ / cM, 
< Slxall hear of this thy ^^g6l ; 

My dog shall mortify the pride 
Of man's superior breed ; 

'But chief myself I will enjoin. 

Awake at dutjr's call. 
To show a love as prompt as thine 

To Him who gives me all.' 

W. COWPBR. 

To Flush, my Dog^ 

LOVING friend, the gift of one, 
Who her own true faith hath run 

Through thy lower nature ; 
Be my benediction said 
With my hand upon thy head, 

Gentle fellow-creature ! 
Like a lady^s ringlets brown, 
Flow thy silken ears adown 

Either side demurely 

Of thy silver-suited breast 

^^'A'Al T ^'"'^ ^" the rest 
Of thy body purely. 

Darkly brown thy body is 
Till the sunshine, strikWthis 

Alchemise its dulness -1 
When the sleek curls manifold 

With a burnished foliess. 
^nderneath my stroking hand 
Startled eyes of hazel bknd ' 

Kindling, growing lar^erL 
Upthouleapestwifhafp;!;^ 
Full of prank and curvetting^^' 

Leaping like a charger. 
Leap ! thy broad tail waves a l,c.u. 
Leap ! thy slender feet are bri Jf ^ ' 

Canopied m fringes. ""snt. 



Leap^those tasselled ears oii\i\^^ ^^ 

flicker strangely, fair and fine, ^ 
Down their g-olden inches. 

Yet, my pretty sportive friend, 
1-ittle is't to such an end 

That I praise thy rareness / 
Other dogs may be thy peers 
Haply in these droopingr ears, 

And this glossy fairness. 

But olthee it shall be said. 
This dog watched beside a bed 

I^ay and night unweary,-— 
Watched within a curtained room 
V^ere no sunbeam brake the gloom 

Round the sick and dreary. 

Roses, gathered for a vase. 
In that chamber died apace, 

Beam and breeze resigning 

This dog only, waited on. 
Knowing that when light is gone, 

Love remains for shining. 

Other dogs in thymy dew 

Tracked the hares and followed tbrougl:^ 

Sunny moor or meadow — . 
This dog only, crept and er^pt 
Next a languid cheek that sleP^> 

Sharing in the shadow. 

Other dogs of loyal cheer 
Bounded at the whistle cl^^ 

Up the woodside hiein^^ _' 

This dog only, watched iirx Tre*a<^^ 
Of a faintly uttered speee.^^ ^ 

Or a louder sighmg. * 

And if one or two quick ti^.^^-.^ 
Dropped upon his glossv^ ^^trS, 

Or a sigh came doubl^^_^^^ 
Up he sprang: in eager lr^^^_ _, . 
Fawning, fondling, brea.ti>t^^^^ f^^^ 

In a tender trouble. -^Xtiv^ 



40 To Flush^ my Dog 

And this dog was satisfied, 
If a pale thin hand would glide, 

Down his dewlaps sloping, — 
Which he pushed his nose within, 
After, — platfonning his chin 

On the palm left open. 

This dog, if a friendly voice 
Call him now to blyther choice 

Than such chamber-keeping, 
* Come out !V praying from the door, 
Presseth backward as before, 

Up against me leaping. 

Therefore to this dog will I, 
Tenderly not scornfully. 

Render praise and favour ! 
With my hand upon his head. 
Is my benediction said 

Therefore, and for ever. 

And because he loves me so. 
Better than his kind will do 

Often, man or woman, — 
Give I back more love again 
Than dogs often take of men, — 

Leaning from my Human. 

Blessings on thee, dog of mine. 
Pretty collars make thee fine. 

Sugared milk make fat thee ! 
Pleasures wag on in thy tail — 
Hands of gentle motions fail 

Nevermore, to pat thee ! 

Downy pillow take thy head. 
Silken coverlid bestead. 

Sunshine help thy sleeping ! 
No fly's buzzing wake thee up — 
No man break thy purple cup. 

Set for drinking deep in. 

Whiskered cats arointed flee. 
Sturdy stoppers keep from thee 
Cologne distillations ! 



To Flush^ my Dog 4^ 

Nuts lie in thy path for stones, 
And thy feast-day macaroons 
Turn to daily rations ! 

Mock I thee, in wishing weal ? 
Tears are in my eyes to feel 

Thou art made so straitly. 
Blessing needs must straiten too, 
Little canst thou joy or do, 

Thou who lovest greatly. 

Yet be blessed to the height 
Of all good and all delight 

Pervious to thy nature, — 
Only loved beyond that line, 
With a love that answers thine, 

Loving fellow-creature ! 

Mrs. Browning. 



Alice Brand 



Merry it is in the good greenwood. 
When the mavis and merle are singing. 

When the deer sweeps by, and the hounds are 
in cry. 
And the hunter's horn is ringing. 

* O Alice Brand, my native land 

Is lost for love of you ; 
And we must hold by wood and wold. 
As outlaws wont to do ! 

* O Alice, 'twas all for thy locks so bright, 

And 'twas all for thine eyes so blue. 
That on the night of our luckless flight. 
Thy brother bold I slew. 

* Now must I teach to hew the beech. 

The hand that held the glaive, 
For leaves to spread our lowly bed, 
And stakes to fence our cave. 



4^ Alice ^rand 

'And for vest of pall, thy fingers small, 

That wont on harp to stray, 
A cloak must shear from the slaughtered deer, 

To keep the cold away/ 

— *0 Richard ! if my brother died, 

'Twas but a fatal chance • 
For darkling was the battle tried, 

And fortune sped the lance. 

' If pall and vair no more I wear. 

Nor thou the crimson sheen. 
As warm, we 11 say, is the russet gray ; 

As gay the forest-g-reen. 

'And Richard, if our lot be hard. 

And lost thy native land 
Still Alice has her own Richkrd, 

And he his Alice Brand ' 
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"^Q "If t'h; l1^^^' ^''. ^^^^ greenwood, 
So blithe Lady Alice is sin^ine • 

On the beech s pride, and oal^s brown side. 
Lord Richard's axe is ringing. 

Up spoke the moody Elfin Kine^ 
Who wonn'd within the hill _ ' 

Like wind in the porch of a riin'd church. 
His voice was ghostly shrill. ^"^^^^^^ 

« Why sounds yon stroke on beech anH oak. 

Our moonlight circle's screen ? 
Or who comes here to chase the deer 

Beloved of our Elfin Queen ? 
Or who may dare on wold to wear 

The fairies* fatal green ? 

Up, Urgan, up ! to yon mortal hie 
For thou wert christen'd man : * 

For cross or sign thou wilt not fly 
For muttered word or ban. 



Aiice Brand 43 

< Lay on j^- 

The cuv. ^ the curse of tlie withered heart, 
Till he vt^i^^ of the sleepless eye ; 

^or y^i?*^ and pray that his life would part, 
find leave to die \ ' 

Tis men-* 

Thouo;^' 'tis merry, in good greenwood. 
The eve>^ *^^ birds have still'd their singing ; 

And T^-^^ST blaze doth Alice raise, 
^^c^liard is fagots bringing. 

Befo^^^ starts, that hideous dwarf, 
And a<5^^ Lord Richard stands, 
•I fear ^ cross'd and bless'd himself, 

* Th ^^t sig-n,' quoth the grisly elf, 
^^ i^ made with bloody hands.' 

Tha> ^^^^ spoke she, Alice Brand, 
'And ;V^^o™an void of fear,— 
,^V It there's blood upon his hand, 
*^^t the blood of deer.' 

i j^ 

It 1^ loud thou liest, thou bold of mood t 
The ^i^?-ves unto his hand, 
XvT^^iii of thine own kmdly blood, 
^ t^lood of Ethert Brand/ 

^JJ/ox^ard stepped she, Alice Brand, 
*Anrt -i^ade the holy sig5>— ,, .. 
A ^^ there's \AooeL an Richard's hand, 
^Poness hand is mine. 
"b? J, conjure thee. Demon elf. 
'To sK^^'n whom Demons ^f^^Tj^ ,. 
aS^?^ us whence thou art thy^^^*^' 
^^ what thine errand, here . 

IV 

~H?'« me„y, 'tis merry, i«F-»^-^^'"^> 

^'^X'"''^ "'^^^Mf riae^ &r monarch's side 
VVj»i*ne court doth "PrU^iiir : 
*'^ bit and bridle no^»s 



44 Alice Brand 

* And gaily shines the Fairy-land — 

But all is glistening show, 
Like the idle gleam that December's beam 
Can dart on ice and snow. 

* And fading, like that varied gleam, 

Is our inconstant shape, 
Who now like knight and lady seem, 
And now like dwarf and ape. 

* It was between the night and day. 

When the Fairy King has power. 
That I sunk down in a sinful fray, 
And 'twixt life and death, was snatch'd away 

To the joyless Elfin bower. 

* But wist I of a woman bold. 

Who thrice my brow durst sign, 
I might regain my mortal mould, 
As fair a form as thine.' 

She cross'd him once — she cross'd him twice — 

That lady was so brave ; 
The fouler grew his goblin hue, 

The darker grew the cave. 

She cross'd him thrice, that lady bold ! 

— He rose beneath her hand 
The fairest knight on Scottish mould. 

Her brother, Ethert Brand ! 

— Merry it is in good greenwood. 

When the mavis and merle are singing ; 
But merrier were they in Dumfermline gray 
» When all the bells were ringing. 

Sir W. Scott. 



O, wert thou in the cauld blast 

O, WERT thou in the cauld blast. 
On yonder lea, on yonder lea. 

My plaidie to the angry airt, 
I'd shelter thee, I'd shelter thee. 



4^ Thert^ll ^tezfer- ^e Peace 

The church is in ruins, tlie state h in Jars, 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars ; 
We dare na weel say^t but we )^eXi wha's to blame— 
There'll never be peace till /amie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drevr sword. 
And now I greet round their green beds in \ht yerd; 
a brak the sweet heart o' my faithfli' auld dame— 
There'll never be peace tiJJ Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down, 
^^^^ iV^^ ^^ bairns, and he tint his crown ; 
;Dut till my last moment my words are the same— 
^nerell never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Burns. 

The Banks o' Doon 

Ve flowery banks o' bonie Doon, 

How can ye blume sae fair I 
^ow can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae fu' o' care. 

Thou'lt break my heart, thou bonie bird, 

That sings upon the bough ; 
Thou minds me o' the happy days. 

When my feuse luve was true. 

Thou'lt break my heart, thou bonie bird. 

That sings beside thy mate ; 
For sae I sat, and sae I sang, 

And wist na o' my fate. 

Aft hae I rov'dby bonie Doon, 
A '^^.fi^^ ^^ woodbine twine, 
And ilka bird sang o' its love, 
And sae did I o' mine. 

Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose 

Frae off its thorny tree ; 
And my fause luver staw the rose. 

But left the thorn wi' me. 

Burns. 



As Slow our Ship 47 

As Slow our Ship 

As slow our ship her foamy track 

Against the wind was cleaving, 
H^ trembling pennant still looked back 

To that dear isle 'twas leaving-. 
So loth we part from all we love. 

From all the links that bind us ; 
So turn our hearts, where'er we rove, 

To those we've left behind us ! • 
When, round the bowl, of vanished years 

We talk, with joyous seeming, — 
With smiles, that might as weU be tears. 

So faint, so sad their beaming ; 
While memory brings us back again 

Each early tie that twined us, 
Oh, sweeps the cup that circles then 

To those we've left behind us ! 

And when, in other climes, we meet 

Some isle or vale enchanting, 
Where all looks flowery, wild, and sweet. 

And nought but love is wanting ; 
We think how great had been our bliss, 

If Heaven had but assigned us 
To live and die in scenes like this, 

With some we've left behind us ! 

As travellers oft look back, at eve, 

When eastward darkly going. 
To gaze upon that light they leave 

Still faint behind them glowing,— 
So, when the close of pleasure's day 

To gloom hath near consigned us. 
We turn to catch one fading ray 

Of joy thaf s left behind us. 

MooRE. 

A red, red Rose 

O, MY luve's like a red, red rose, 
That's newly sprung m June : 

O, my luve's like the melodie 
Thaf s sweetly play'd m tune. 
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A red, red J^ose 

As fair art tliou, my bonnie 1^3^^ 

So deep in luve am I : 
And I will luve thee still, m^r clear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas g"ang dry, m>r dear, 
And the rocks melt wi' tho sun ; 

I will luve thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o' life sha.Il run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve, 
And fare thee weel awhile .' 

And I will come again, my luve, 
Tho' it were ten thousand mile. 



/ Bannockburn 

ROBERT BRUCE'S ADDRESS TO HIS ARMY 

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to victoria. 

NoVs the day, and how's the hour ; 
See the front o' battle lower ; 
See approach proud Edward's power- 
Chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave 1 
Wha sae base as be a slave 1 
Let him turn and flee 1 

Wha for Scotland's King and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Free-man stand, or free-man fa' ? 
Let him follow me ! 

By oppression's woes and pains ! 
By your sons in servile chains ! 
yj^Q will drain our dearest veins, 
3Ut they shall be free ! 



^^^^^^ proud usurpers low I 

^^^^!?^^ ^" every blow .' 
^^t us do, or die \ 

Burns. 

^he MInstrel-Boy 

Thb "Nl'i^strel-boy to the war is gone, 

Iri ttie ranks of death you'll find him ; 
His iatViei's sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him.— 
* Land of song ! ' said the warrior-bard, 

« Though all the world betrays thee. 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee ! ' 

The Minstrel fell !— but the foeman's chain 

Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harp he loved ne'er spoke again. 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And $aid, * No chains shall sully thee. 

Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the brave and free, 

They shall never sound in slavery I ' 

Moore. 



The Farewell 

It was a' for our rightfu' King, 
We left fair Scotland's strand ; 

It was a' for our rightfu' King 
We e'er saw Irish land. 

My dear ; 
We e'er saw Irish land. 

Now a' is done that men can do. 
And a' is done in vain ; 

My love and native land farewell. 
For I maun cross the main. 

My dear ; 
For I maun cross the main. 
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5© The Farewell 

He turn'd him right and round about 

Upon the Irish shore ; 
And gae his bridle-reins a shake, 

With adieu for evermore, 
My dear ; 

With adieu for evermore. 

The sodger from the wars returns. 

The sailor frae the main ; 
But I hae parted frae my love. 

Never to meet again, 

My dear ; 

Never to meet again. 

When day is gane, and night is come, 

And a' folk bound to sleep ; 
I think on him thaf s far awa'. 
The lee-lang night, and weep, 

My dear ; 
The lee-lang night, and weep. 

Authorship uncertain. 



The Harp that once through Tara's Halls 

The harp that once through Tara's halls 

The soul of music shed. 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls 

As if that soul were fled. 
So sleeps the pride of former days. 

So glory's thrill is o'er, 
And hearts, that once beat high for praise. 

Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright 

The harp of Tara swells : 
The chord alone, that breaks at night. 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes. 

The only throb she gives 
Is when some heart indignant breaks. 

To show that still she lives. 

MOORB. 



Stanzas 51 



Stanzas 

Could Love for ever 

Run like a river, 

And Time's endeavour 

Be tried in vain — 
No other pleasure 
With this could measure ; 
And like a treasure 

We'd hug the chain. 
But since our sighing 
Ends not in dying, 
And, form'd for flying. 

Love plumes his wing ; 
Then for this reason 
Let's love a season ; 
But let that season be only Spring. 

When lovers parted 
Feel broken-hearted. 
And, all hopes thwarted 

Expect to die ; 
A few years older, 
Ah ! how much colder 
They might behold her 

For whom they sigh ! 

Byron. 



^ A Sea Dirge 

Full fathom five thy father lies : 
Of his bones are coral made ; 

Those are pearls that were his eyes : 
Nothing of him that doth fade. 

But doth suffer a sea-change 

Into something rich and strange. 

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell ; 

Hark ! now I hear them — 
Ding, Dong, Bell. 

Shakespeare. 

B8 



52 Rose Aylmer 

Rose Aylmer 

Ah ! what avails the sceptred race, 

Ah 1 what the form divine \ 
M/JiSLt every virtue, every grace ! 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 
Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 

May weep, but never see, 
A nigr^it of memories and of sighs 
I consecrate to thee. 

Landor. 

Song 

Who is Silvia ? what is she, 

That all our swains commend her? 
Holy, fair and wise is she ; 

The heaven such grace did lend her 
That she might admired be. 
Is she kind, as she is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindness. 
Love doth to her eyes repair. 

To help him of his blindness ; 
And, being help'd, inhabits there. 
Then to Silvia let us sing, 
That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 
To her let us garlands bring. 

Shakespeare 



Lucy Ashton'8 Song 

Look not thou on beauty's charming, — 
Sit thou still when kings are arming,— 
Taste not when the wine-cup glistens, — 
Speak not when the people listens, — 
Stop thine ear against the singer, — 
From the red gold keep thy finger, — 
Vacant heart, and hand, and eye, 
Easy live and quiet die. 

Scott. 



■^^'nin^ 



^^«... ^^ei,/j 






^OH,^ <^o;y^^t^^to^;^J.ha«d on brow 
T^'^hl^'Ai^^^^^t^ '^'^ plaid. 

^^^i^^^ ca.ir^ ciivide,— 

lay by. 
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In sweet music is such art, 
Killing care and grief of heart 
Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Shakespeare.' 

The Twa Corbies 

As I was walking all alane 

I heard twa corbies making a mane , 

The tane unto the Mother say, 

* Whar sail we gang and dine the day ? ' 

* In behint yon auld fail ' dyke, 

I wot there lies a new-slain knight ; 
And naebody kens that he lies there 
But his hawk, his hound, and lady fair. 

* His hound is to the hunting gane. 
His hawk to fetch the wild-fowl hame. 
His lady's ta'en another mate, 

So we may make our dinner sweet 

* Ye'll sit on his white hause bane, 
And ru pike out his bonny blue e'en : 
Wi' ae lock o' his gowden hair, 

We'll theek our nest when it grows bare. 

* Mony a one for him makes mane. 
But nane sail ken whae he is gane : 
O'er his white banes, when they are bare, 
The wind sail blaw for evermair.' 

Unknown. 

To One in Paradise 

I 
Thou wast all to me, love, 

For which my soul did pine- 
A green isle in the sea, love, 

A fountain and a shrine, 
All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers. 

And all the flowers were mine. 

* Faily ' turf.' 
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Ah, dream, too bright to last ! 

Ah, starry Hope ! that didst arise 
But to be overcast ! 

A voice from out the Future cries, 
* On ! on ! '—but o'er the Past 

(Dim gulf !) my spirit hovering lies 
Mute, motionless, aghast ! 

Ill 

For, alas ! alas ! with me 

The light of Life is o'er ! 

* No more — no more — no more ' — 
(Such language holds the solemn sea 

To the sands upon the shore) 
Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree, 

Or the stricken eagle soar ! 

IV 

And all my days are trances, 

And all my nightly dreams 
Are where thy dark eye glances. 

And where thy footstep gleams ; 
In what ethereal dances. 

By what eternal streams. 

POE. 

Hymn to Diana 

Queen and Huntress, chaste and fair, 

Now the sun is laid to sleep, 
Seated in thy silver chair. 

State in wonted manner keep : 
Hesperus entreats thy light, 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 

Dare itself to interpose ; 
Oynthia's shining orb was made 

Heav'n to clear, wheA day did close ; 
Bless us then with wishM sight, 
Goddess excellently bright 
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Lay thy bow of pearl apart 

And thy crystal shining quiver ; 
Give unto the flying hart 

Space to breathe, how short soever ; 
Thou that mak'st a day of nigrht. 
Goddess excellently bright. 

JONSON. 

County Guy 

Ah ! County Guy, the hour is nigh, 

The sun has left the lea. 
The orange flower perfumes the bower, 

The breeze is on the sea. 
The lark, his lay who trill'd all day, 

Sits hush'd his partner nigh ; 
Breeze, bird, and flower, confess the hour 

But where is County Guy ? 

The village maid steals through the shade, 

Her shepherd's suit to hear ; 
To beauty shy, by lattice high. 

Sings high-bom Cavalier. 
The star of Love, all stars above. 
Now reigns o'er earth and sky ; 
And high and low the influence know— 
' But where is County Guy ? 

Sir W. Scott. 

/« Gathering: Songr of Donald Dhu 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Pibroch of Donuil, 
Wake thy wild voice anew, 

Summon Clan Conuil. 
Come away, come away. 

Hark to the summons ! 
CorxiQ in your war-array. 
Gentles and commons. 

Corti^ from deep glen, and 

jTronn mountain so rocky, 
The w^a^^-P^P^ ^^^ pennon 
/^re at Inverlochy. 



Gather ^Ul-plaid ^ 

Come eve^^^d that b^^^^^^^ 
Strong ^ ^ tK. I. "^"^ 

-,*^encl^° the h^ , 
Leave u^^X^ without sheh' 

'T^^l'^e corpse uninte^^ 

^^reSrideatthealta?T* 

Telvl the deer leave the steer, 

^ flave nets and bar^^es ; 

™e with your fighting gear, 

Broadswords and targes. 

roine as the winds come, when 

Forests are rended ; 
Come as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded : 
Faster come, faster come, 

Faster and faster, 
Chief, vassal, page and groom, 

Tenant and master. 
Fast they come, fast they come ; 

See how they gather 1 
Wide waves the eagle plume 

Blended with heather. 
Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 

Forward each man set ! 
Pibroch of Donuil Dh" 

Knell for the onset! ^^^^^^^^ 

h The Destruction of Sennacherib 

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 
Indi^rSts were gleaming in purple and gold ; 
A A vl! cWn of their spears was like stars on the sea, 
me?*? bfue wave'r Js nighUy on deep Galilee. 

ISffieaviKeSUen Am ^ath blown, 
S tost on 4e morrow lay withet-d and stn,wn. 
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I^H w^.^^^'°^?^* spread his wings on the blast, 

A^d h!;X' °5*^«le«Pejfs wax'd deaVand chill, 
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew stiU J 

nuf^^^""^ l^^r tlje steed with his nostril aU wide, 
Andtef " '??^ '^""''^ "''* *»»« ''^^A of his pride ; 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

Wirt,*?if '^^'^y the rider distorted and pale, 

St he tiT °" ^'' ,^T' ^^'i *« ""^t on his mail : 

The lances unlX'd *.H 'V'^"*' *^^ ''^"^'^ ^«>«e, 
«nces unhfted, the trumpet unblown. 

And thi Wo,r' °l^f "J^ ^^^ 1°"'' '■" their wail, 
d!,j *v .^ ^'^ hroke in the temple of Baal • 

HaJh m'eK,?^*^^ ^^"*»«. unsm^telythl sword, 
ilatij melted hke snow m the glance of the Lord ! 



Byron- 
The Cavalier 



Over h.11, over valley, o'er dale, and ot^r do^ - 
Heaven shield the brave Gallan't that fights fr^he Crown 1 
He has doffd the silk doublet the brpaetniot» ^^ k^.,^ 
He has placed the steel cap oV hiSttnt h^l^' 
From his beh to his stirrup hi^broadswofdhl^^^' 
Heaven shield thebraveGVlLnST^fs^oTi'eCrX'iTT 

Fortherightspf fair England that broadsword he draws • 
Her King ,s his leader, her Church is his cause ; ' 

His watchword is honour, his pay is renown — 
God strike with the Gallant that strikes for the Crown I 
They may boast of their Fairfax, their Waller anH =.ii 
The roundheaded rebels of WeslminsterHaOl • 
But tell these bold traitors of London's proud town. 
That the spears of the North have encircled the Crown. 
There's Derby and Cavendish, dread of their foes ; 
There's Erin's high Ormond, and Scotland's Montrose I 



Till iA^jJ^^™^ ""90"<a"^^d, res,5f4*V^, "^ 

On First Lookfrig^ into Ch^,^ 

Axid many g^oo^lx states andkb^'*^^ ^* 
^^'^^?^^^>^ western islands ha^^'^ »^Vs 
VVliich bards in fealty to Apollo Y^^/ t^^ 

2£* of one wide exzp^inse had I b<^#:- 
That deep-brow' d Momer ruled ^s ^ ^«ld 
Vet did I never breathe its pure s<2i^^^ ^ 
Till I heard Olia-pxnan speak out loxjici^^i 

Then felt I lilc^ sc»me watcher of tlr:*.^ t*!^ 
^^^^^D;\Gr\, a ne^v p!a,net s^wims into ln.is. T^=i^i-i 
Or like stout Cortex when with e£i.^^*^ ^^^ 

He stared a.t tine F'sicific — and all ^^^^-^^ 
Looked at ea.clT. otlner with a wU<3- s--«^^^»^ 
Silent, upon a pe£i.l«: in X:>aricn. -j _ 

Song 

A LAKIE and^ ^ fi^irv boat ^^,^:^::^ 

To sail in t>ie i^^*>«^^^l^^it ^^ 

And merrily we woxil<l ft<^^ ,^*^-^ 
From tlT^e clirag:on^ thai v ^-t':^. -^ 



Like ^os^^n^.— w\?l?"h;r^--^ 
Slxovild t^vtxT.e wit^ttiyi 



6o Song 

Red rubies should deck thy hands, 
And diamonds should he thy dower — 

But Fairies have broke their wands, 
And wishing has lost its power I 

Hooi>. 

Ode written in Mdccxivl 

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest, 
By all their country's wishes bless'd ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould. 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung ; 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray. 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay ; 
And Freedom shall a while repair 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 

W. Collins. 

To Daffodils 

^AiR Daffodils, we weep to see 

You haste away so soon : 
•As yet the early-rising Sun 
Has not attained his noon. 

Stay, stay. 
Until the hasting day 

Has run 

But to the even-song ; 

And, having pra/d together, we 

Will go with you along. 
We have short time to stay, as you, 

We have as short a Spring ; 
As quick a growth to meet decay, 
As you, or any thing. 

We die. 
As your hours do, and dry 

Away, 
Like to the Summer's rain ; 
Or as the pearls of morning's dew 
Ne'er to be found again. 

R. Hbrrick. 
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62 To Blossoms 

To Blossoms 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree, 

Why do ye fall so fast ? 

Your date is not so past ; 
But you may stay yet here a while, 

To blush and gently smile ; 
And go at last. 

What, were ye bom to be 

An hour or half s delight ; 
And so to bid good-night ? 
'Twas pity Nature brought ye forth 
Merely to show your worth, 
And lose you quite. 
But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne'er so brave : 
And after they have shown their pride. 
Like you, a while : they glide 
Into the grave. 

R. Herrick. 

Proud Maisie 

Proud Maisie is in the wood, 

Walking so early ; 
Sweet Robin sits on the bush. 

Singing so rarely. 

* Tell me, thou bonny bird. 

When shall I marry me ? ' — 

* When six braw gentlemen 

Kirkward shall carry ye.' 

* Who makes the bridal bed, 

Birdie, say truly ? ' — 
' The grey-headed sexton 
That delves the grave duly. 

* The glow-worm o'er grave and stone 

Shall light thee steady. 
The owl from the steeple sing, 
« Welcome, proud lady." ' 

Sir W. Scott. 



Sleep 

Sleep 

Come, Sleep ! O Sleep, the certs 

The baiting-place of wit, the bal 
The poor man's wealth, the prison* 

Th' indifferent judge between the 
With shield of proof shield me fron 

Of those fierce darts Despair at e 
O make in me those civil wars to ct 

I will good tribute pay, if thou do 
Take thou of me smooth pillows, sw 

A chamber deaf of noise and blinc 
A rosy garland and a weary head : 

And if these things, as being thine 
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt 
Livelier than elsewhere, Stella's imag 

Sir Pk 



Hymn for the Deac 

That day of wrath, that dreadft 
When heaven and earth shall pa 
What power shall be the sinner's 
How shall he meet that dreadful 

When, shrivelling like a parched 
The flaming heavens together roll 
When louder yet, and yet more dr 
Swells the high trump that wakes 

Oh ! on that day, that wrathful da> 
When man to judgment wakes fror 
Be Thou the trembling sinner's sta 
Though heaven and earth shall pas; 

Sir 



The Poplar Field 

The poplars are fell'd ; farewell to the i 
And the whispering sound of the cool c( 
The winds play no longer and sing in tl 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their image rec 



6^ The JPqplar' Fieia 

Twelve years have elapsed since I last took ^ view 
Of my favourite field, and. tlie bank where they grew • 
And now in the grass behold they are laid. 
And the tree is my seat that once lent me a shade ! 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat. 
Where the hazels afford him a screen from the heat, 
And the scene where his melody charm'd me before 
Resounds with his sweet flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting* away. 
And 1 must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With a turf on my breast, and a stone at my head 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead. 

Tis a sight to engage me, if anything can. 
To muse on the perishing pleasures of man ; 
Short-lived as we are, our pleasures, I see 
Have a still shorter date, and die sooner than we. 

W. COWPER. 

Winter 

When icicles hang by the wall. 
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into die hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail. 

When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 
Tuwhoo ! 

Tuwhit ! tuwhoo ! A merry note ! 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

When all around the wind doth blow. 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw. 

And birds sit brooding in the snow. 
And Marian's nose looks red and raw. 

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl. 

Then nightiy sings the staring owl, 
Tuwhoo ! 

Tuwhit ! tuwhoo ! A merry note ! 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Shakespkahe. 






It was many and marxy ^- y^a-r ^"-M » 

In a kingdom ^V^f^^U^^^oi^ you may i_ 

That a maiden there 1^^^^.,^X ?^e ; ^c^ 

By the name o^ ^.^^^^ ^writh no' other tK^ ^^ 

And this maiden ^^^2^^Z^^2ei by me. ^^U^. 
Than to love arici toe love<^ > ^^^ 

/ was a child, and -^>^^^^^^ s"^' 1"^' 

In this kingdom t>y^* ^was more tjja^ 

But we loved with a l<>^f X^ - '^ ^^'^'e, 

I and my Anr^atoel A.^^- seraphs of heav^ 
With a love that tine warxgr^<^ ^ ^Ve^ 

Coveted her ana. rx^e- 

^^ 1:113.1:, long- ago, 
And this was the ^^^^^^ ^v^e sea. 

In this kingaom *^T^^ci, ctiinin^ 
A wind blew out ot a, ^^^.^ ^^ Lee ; 

My beautiful -^^^^^ii^smexi catiie 
So that her high-to^^^^ f^rom m'^^ 

And bore her ^^^^^alclire 
To shut her up iri a. ^^^ ^i^ie sea- 

Inthiskingdorrx ^^^^^^^^ i„ i^eaven, 

That the wind «=^*C^itxag- J^V Aniiabei 

Chilling and. K*» ^^ f^ir than ihe \<:>-^ ^ 

But our love it ---^^r^'^l^-Je "" ^'*^' 
Of those wlxoj?-^^^ t'^^J^erve^^l^''^^' 
Of many f^'^jX^els »« *^f,tder the se^, 

Forthemootx«e--|J?"XrxnabelL--^',t,,bH^A.t: ^ 

Of the l^e^^^ *^L^;f;.abel L-- - 
And the stars '^f^fvil ^»^"* 
Ofthebe*^** 



66 Annabel Lee 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 
Of my darling — my darling — my life and my bride 
In her sepulchre there by the sea. 
In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

POE. 

To Mary 

If I had thought thou couldst have died, 

I might not weep for thee ; 
But I forgot, when by thy side. 

That thou couldst mortal be : 
It never through my mind had past 

The time would e'er be o'er. 
And I on thee should look my last, 

And thou shouldst smile no more ! 

And still upon that face I look. 

And think 'twill smile again ; 
And still the thought I will not brook 

That I must look in vain ! 
But when I speak — thou dost not say, 

What thou ne'er left'st unsaid ; 
And now I feel, as well I may, 

Sweet Mary ! thou art dead. 

If thou wouldst stay, e'en as thou art, 

All cold and all serene — 
I still might press thy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been ! 
While e'en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
But there I lay thee in thy grave — 

And I am now alone ! 

1 do not think, where'er thou art. 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart, 

In thinking too of thee : 
Yet there was round thee such a dawn 

Of light ne'er seen before. 
As fancy never could have drawn. 

And never can restore ! 

C. Wolfe. 



; 



Twist ye, 



Tt^ 



itt^ 



:> 



Twlat ye, TV^* 

Twist ye, twine ye I ^"1 ^ t*^< 
Mingle shades of joy ^^^e, ^ 
Hope, and fear, and V^ y.fc 
In the thread of human ^* 

While the mystic twist i? ^I?^^^ 
And the infant's life begi^^^^ ! 
Dimly seen through twilig^^ , 
Lo, what varied shapes atten 

Passions wild, and follies vai 
Pleasures soon exchanged fc , 
Doubt, and jealousy, and fea 
In the magic dance appear. 

Now they wax, and now the , 
Whirling with the whirling 5 
Twist ye, twine ye ! even so 
Mingle human bliss and wo- 



To Lucasta, on going to 

Tell me not (sweet) I am ] 
That from the nunnery 

Of thy chaste breast and qi 
To war and arms I fly. 

True : a new mistress now 
The first foe in the field ; 

And with a stronger faith e 
A sword, a horse, a shiel( 

Yet this inconstancy is sue 
As you too shall adore • 

I could not love thee, Deai 

JLov'd I not Honour moi 

Co 



^^ The JDe^n^yt^ jLover \ 

The Demon Lover 

* O WHERE have you been, my long, lone love, 
< This long seven years and mair V 

O I m come to seek my former vows 
Ye granted me before/ 

* ^Fnrl1,^'''''-I?u^^''^ y°"^ ^0™er vows. 

For they will breed sad strife ; 
O hold your tongue of your former vows, 
r or I am become a wife.' 

^AnTJS"^ ?'"' tP"^ ^^ ^<>««d about, 
^ And the tear blinded his e'e ; 

Tft i!'^^^ ^^ trodden on Irish ground 
If It had not been for thee. 

' ^^if'L ^^ ^^^. ^J'^"^^ daughter, 
*ar, far beyond the sea : 

^f ^t.^^ave had a king's daughter," 
«ad It not been for love o' thee.' 

' ^v^ ""i^^^ 1"^^^ ^^^ a king's daughter 
Yer sel ye had to blame ; ^"^'^^^^^ 

Ye might have taken the king's daughter 
For ye kend that I was nane.' ' 

' ^fifft^f '? ^""^.i!^? r^^" ^' womankind, 
But fair IS their faulse bodie • 

I '^ever wad hae trodden on Irish ground. 
Had It not been for love o' thee.' 

*If I was to leave my husband dear. 

And my two babes also 
O what have you to take me to, 

If with you I should go ? ' 

* I hae seven ships upon the sea. 

The eighth brought me to land ; 
With four-and-twenty bold mariners. 
And music on every hand.' 

She has taken up her two little babes 
Kissed them baith cheek and chin • 

* O fare ye weel, my ain twa babes ' 

For I'll never see you again.' ' 
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70 The Demon Lover 

He strack the tapmast wi' his hand, 

The foremast wi' his knee ; 
And he brake that gallant ship in twain, 

And sank her in the sea. 

Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. 

The Lawlands of Holland 

The Love that I have chosen 

I'll therewith be content ; 
The salt sea shall be frozen 

3efore that I repent. 
Repent it shall I never 
tJntil the day I dee ! 
But the Lawlands of Holland 
Plave twinn'd my Love and me. 

My Love he built a bonny ship, 

And set her to the main ; 
'Witli twenty-four brave mariners 

To sail her out and hame. 
But the weary wind began to rise, 

TTlie sea began to rout. 
And niy Love and his bonny ship 

Tum'd withershins about. 

There shall no mantle cross my back, 

No comb go in my hair. 
Neither shall coal nor candle-light 

Shine in my bower mair ; 
Nor shall I choose another Love 

Until the day I dee. 
Since the Lawlands of Holland 

Have twinn'd my Love and me. 

« Now baud your tongue, my daughter dear, 

Be still, and bide content ! 
There's other lads in Galloway ; 

Ye needna sair lament.' 
— O there is none in Galloway, 

There's none at all for me :— 
I never loved a lad but one, 

And he's drown'd in the sea. 

Ur^KNOWN. 



The l^ctZZey of Unrest ^^ 

The \/3L\\&y of Unrest 

Once it smiled a silent dell 

Wliere the people did not 6we\\ : 

They had g-one unto the wars, 

Trusting to the mild-eyed stars, 

Nig-htly from tlieir azure towers 

To keep watch above the flowers. 

In the midst of ^'hich all day 

The red sunligrl^t lazily lay. 

JVoTe/ each visitor shall confess 

The sad valley's restlessness 

Nothing there is motionless J_ 

Nothing save the airs that brood 

Over the magric solitude. 

Ah, by no wind are stirred those trees 

That palpitate lil<^«^he chiu^^°^^^^ 

Around the misty Hebrides T 

Ah, by no wind those clo^^• driven 

That rustle througrh the Ux^l^^^ heaven 

Unceasingly, from morn ti]? ^ItL 

Over the violets there that r^'^^''' 

In myriad types of the hu>v. 

Over the lilies there that^^" ^>^^'" 
And weep above a namel J^^^^ r 
They wave— from out th^T^^^^^^i * 
Eternal dews come down ^^ fragrant tops 
They weep— from off the,* >.^ If^P^ ' 
Perennial tears descend i^ ^e^^cate stems 
^^ gems. 

POE, 

The Burial of Sir John Moore at Corunna 

NOT a drum was heard, not a fM„« i 

As his corse to the rampart wl f ^^ ?°^^' 
Not a soldier discharged his f^eJlTu^ '* i 

O'er the grave where our hf^rr. i ^"^^ 
iiero we buried. 



We buried him darkly at dead of n' k 
The sods with our bayonets turn*^ ' 

By the struggling moonbeam's misJv^.^ u. 
And the lantern dimly burning ^ ^^^^^' 



72 The Burial sf Sir John Afoore 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 

Not in sheet nor in shroud we wound him ; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest. 
With his martial cloak around him. 

Few and short were the prayers we said. 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow ; 
But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead. 

And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought, as we hoUow'd his narrow bed. 

And smoothed down his lonely pillow. 
That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er his head, 

And we far away on the billow ! 

Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone, 

hnji o'er his cold ashes upbraid him, — 
But little he'll reck, if they let him sleep on 

In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done 

When the clock struck the hour for retiringr ; 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone — 
But we left him alone with his glory ! 

C. Wolfe. 



St- Swithin'8 Chair 

On Hallow- Mass Eve, ere you boune ye to rest, 
Ever beware that your couch be bless'd ; 
Sign it with cross, and sain it with bead, 
Sing the Ave, and say the Creed. 

For on Hallow-Mass Eve the Night-Hag will ride, 
And all her nine-fold sweeping on by her side. 
Whether the wind sing lowly or loud, 
Sailing through moonshine or swath'd in the cloud. 

The Lady she sate in St. Swithin's Chair, 
The dew of the night has damp'd her hair : 



^ 



Shen.uvvet'^^e spell of Swi.K" ^"-"-^^ 

And bade tier descend, a^^^^*^^ rorf^f^ V 
He that dare sit on St. SwitT.-^r ^'^°""^^t>.*>^X 

Questions ttiree, when he s^ * ,^ ^rouhleti ^ W 

He may aslc, and she xtxxxs t t SlJ "'^ ""P^Jj ^ ^ ^ 

The Baron has been -with Kiri e * *""*. 

These three long years in t> = itf Robert f^. 

News are there none of IHi^ w. . ^"" ^'^rr^ 

And fain the Lady his f^te" wo^ul^J^n^ ^^ i^ ^ ^ 

She shudders and stops a.s the r-r.^ " ^^ ^ 

Isitthemoodyowlt^a.t .hriel^^^^^ 

Or IS that sound, betwixt 1 au^hter ^nA 

The voice of the Detxioxi wHcfStTti,^'^ 

The moan of the wmd. svinlc siler^t anrr ^ - 

And the roaring torrent had ceased tn. ^'^^ 

The calm was n\ore drea^dful than rairl ^ ^^r^ - 

When the cold grey mist brought the ^^ "^^^ - 

^"^^ly forn 

S. 

Stanzas Written on th© Ro^^ 

Florence and ^i^^^^ taetwc 

Oh, tallc not to me of a naTne great v-kt^ 
Tbe days of ovir youtli are the day?i ^^::i^ '^tcsry ; 
And. tbe myrtle and wy of 5weet t-wc^^^^^^^^^xar g^ovy 
Are w^ortb aW vour lavivels, thougb ^-v^^^^*^*i-twem^ 

\A7'bat are garlands and cro^vrv^ t^:^ 

WTin\cled> ,, ^>v^1.rov, 

'Xis t>vit as a dead ftower wxih Ma.^^,^^ 
Tlien away witb all such from tW >z^^^^ ^^^ 

Wbat care 1 for tbe %vr€.aths tlrv^t ^^^^^^^W^^ 

Oil TJ-i^LTVL^E \— if 1 e'cY toot ^^^^'^^^^^^^-^ X.\v^ V^' 
'TTwas less for tbe sake ot ttxy ^ ^^--^^^^::»\i^e:\v 




74 Stanzas 

Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover, 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 

There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee ; 
Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee ; 
When it sparkled o'er aught that was bright in my story, 
I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory. 

Byron. 

Barthram's Dirge 

They shot him dead on the Nine-Stone Rig, 

Beside the Headless Cross, 
And they left him lying in his blood, 

Upon the moor and moss. 

They made a bier of the broken bough, 

The sauch and the aspin gray, 
And they bore him to the Lady Chapel, 

And waked him there all day. 

A lady came to that lonely bower 

• And threw her robes aside. 
She tore her ling (long) yellow hair, 
And knelt at Barthram's side. 

She bath'd him in the Lady- Well 

His wounds so deep and sair, 
And she plaited a garland for his breast, 

And a garland for his hair. 

They rowed him in a lily sheet, 

And bare him to his earth, 
(And the Grey Friars sung the dead man's mass, 

As they passed the Chapel Garth). 

They buried him at (the mirk) midnight, 

(When the dew fell cold and still. 
When the aspin gray forgot to play. 

And the mist clung to the hill). 

They dug his grave but a bare foot deep, 
By the edge of the Nine-Stone Burn, 

And they covered him (o'er with the heather-flower) 
The moss and the (Lady) fern. 



vVhicYvtnade^^,-ee. ^i r-^^g greets . 



76 Helen of J^i^kcon?z^J 

Helen of Klrkconne/ 

I WISH I were where 1:1^1^x1 lies / 
Night and day on me she cries ; 
O that I were where Helen lies ' 
On fair Kirkconnel Lee \ 

Curst be the heart that thoug-ht the thought 
And curst the hand, that fired the shot. 
When m my arms burd Helen dropt 
And died to succour me I ' 

think na ye my heart was sair 

When my love dropt down and spak' nae maiV f 
There did she swoon wi' meikle care 
On fair Kirkconnel Lee. ' 

As I went down the water side 
None but my foe to be my guide 
None but my foe to be my guide' 
On fair Kirkconnel Lee. ' 

1 lighted down, my sword did draw 
1 hacked him into pieces sma', 

I hacked him into pieces sma', 
For her sake that died for me. 

O Helen fair, beyond compare ! 
rU make a garland of thy hair. 
Shall bind my heart for evermair, 
Untill the day I die. 

O that I were where Helen lies 1 
Night and day on me she cries ; 
Out of my bed she bids me rise, 
Says, * Haste, and come to me ! ' 

Helen fair ! O Helen chaste I 
If I were with thee, I were blest, 
Where thou lies low, and takes thy rest, 

On fair Kirkconnel Lee. 

1 wish my grave were growing green, 
A winding-sheet drawn ower my een, 
And I in Helen's arms lying, 

On fair Kirkconnel Lee. 



jrelen of Kirkconnel ^ 

TO Altnea fron, PrlsoO^^^ 

A ^"^tfdiTine Althel brings 
^",5 "^^iioer at the grates : . 

wncix * ^ -^d to her eve ; 
Th^Godrfhatwant^^ 
Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups nan swiftly round 

wlilTno allaying Thames, 
O^carriess heads with roses bound, 

Our hearts with loyal flames ; 
When thirsty gnef m wine we steep, 

When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes that tipple ^n the deep, 
Know no such liberty. 

When, like committed linnets, I 

With shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majesty, 

And glories ot my King ; , 

When 1 shall voice aloud, how good 

He is how great should be ; 
Enlarg^'d winds that curl the flood, 

Know no such liberty. 
Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron bars a cage; 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for an hermitage ; 
in have freedom in my love, 

Ann ;« mv soul am tree , 
Ani^?s^::,SS that soar above, 

•Enjoy such lii^erty.^^^^^ lovblace. 
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' I wandered lonely ' 

I WANDERED lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o*er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils ; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line, 
Along the margin of a bay : 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance. 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced ; but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee : 

A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company : 

I gazed— and gazed — but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought : 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude ; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 

Wordsworth. 

Hester 

When maidens such as Hester die. 
Their place ye may not well supply, 
Though ye among a thousand try, 
With vain endeavour. 

A month or more hath she been dead. 
Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed 
And her tog'^^^®^' 
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^5?ttt>gV^, ^ <^% t*^ ^e f^*!^^ 



-V:^, 




8o To Evening 

As oft he rises midst the twilight path, 
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum : — 

Now teach me, maid composed 

To breathe some softened strain. 

Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale, 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit ; 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial loved return ! 

For when thy folding- star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 

The fragrant Hours, and Elves 

Who slept in buds the day. 

And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge 
And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still, 

The pensive Pleasures sweet. 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene ; 
Or find some ruin midst its dreary dells. 

Whose walls more awfiil nod 

By thy religious gleams. 

Or, if chill blustering winds, or driving rain 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut. 

That from the mountain's side, 

Views wilds, and swelling floods. 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discover'd spires ; 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont. 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While Summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering light ; 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves ; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 

Affrights thy shrinking train, 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 



So long", regardful of thy quiet ruJe, D^ar#- 

Shall Fancy, Frienaship, Science, smihng ^'eacc, 

Thy g-entlest influence own. 

And love thy favourite name / ,^r^ 

The Sun upon the V^eirdlaw^ W^'' 

The sun upon the Weirdlaw Hill 

In Ettrick's vale, is sinking sweet ; 
The westland wind is hush and still* 

Tlie lake lies sleeping at itiy fget- 
Yet not the landscape to mine eve 

Bears those brigrht hues that once it bore ; 
Thougrh eveningr, with her ricK^gt dye, 

Flames o'er the hills of ^tti^ck's shore. 
With listless look along the t^i,- 

I see Tweed's silver curreAV^n;?^ 
And coldly mark the holy f^*^ S^'^^y 

Of Melrose rise in ruin'd i^^. 
The quiet lake, the balmy ^*^^^' 

The hill, the stream, the trf' .u^ ^.^^ 
Are they still such as once t?"^^^' the tree,-- 
Or is the dreary change iJ^^V were .'' 
_ _ *^ me ? 

Alas, the wj 
How can 



warp'd and broke>, u 

an it bear the p^:^ board. 

The harp of strain'd and tuJ^^f ^ ^>'f * , 

How to the minstrePs skfri^^^^^ ^^^^^> 
To aching eyes each landsoii^T^^" * 

To feverish pulse each P-nt^l/^^^^^^ 
And Arabys or Eden's h(^^^ ^^^^^ ^^^1 ; 

Were barren as this moorJand hill. 

Scott, 
The Wife of Usher's Well 

THERE lived a wife at Usher's W^^ii 
And a wealthy wife was she • ' 

She had three stout and stalwaW 
And sent them o'er the sea ^^^^» 
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They hadna been a week from her, 

A week but barely ane, 
"When word came to the carline wife, 

That her -three sons were gane. 

They had not been a week from her, 

A week but barely three, 
When word came to the carline wife, 

That her sons she'd never see. 

* I wish the wind may never cease, 

Nor fishes in the flood, 
Till my three sons come hame to me. 
In earthly flesh and blood ! ' 

It fell about the Martinmas, 
When nights are lang and mirk, 

The carline wife's three sons came hame 
And their hats were o' the birk. 

It neither grew in syke nor ditch, 

Nor yet in ony sheugh ; 
But at the gates o' Paradise 

That birk grew fair eneugh. 

* Blow up the fire, my maidens ! 

Bring water from the well I 
For a' my house shall feast this night. 
Since my three sons are well ! ' 

And she has made to them a bed, 
She's made it large and wide ; 

And she's ta'en her mantle her about ; 
Sat down at the bed-side. 

Up then crew the red red cock, 
And up and crew the gray ; 

The eldest to the youngest said, 
*'Tis time we were away 1 ' 

The cock he hadna craw'd but once, 
And clapp'd his wings at a', 

Whan the youngest to the eldest said 
* Brother, we must awa'. 



^ -ft "-^ ^ 

a^ V J o' our p\ac^,% ^. 

^tv»s 00 fagot for bxi 

^«^-»'*^ a-^ toy "ddle I come v** winning, 

^ ^S^^"^^^^ ^of Kavensworth prances in pride, 

:^^e ^^^^^vsrs b;s domains upon Arkindale side, 

Tv,d ^® ^ for his net, and the land for his game, 

^^e ^"^^ e for the wild, and the park for the tame ; 

-TTV^e cT^^^tli of the lake, and the deer of the vale, 

^et the nsi Lord Dacre than Allen-a-Dale ! 

^re less tree 



Dale was ne'er belted a knight, 
ys^llen-a- ^^^ ^^ ^j^ and his blade be as bright • 

'^^''''^i^Daleisnobaronorlord, ^ '* 

^twenty tall yeomen will draw at his word ; 
"^^Vthe best of our nobles his bonnet will vail, 
^mfo at Rere-cross on Stanmore meets Allen-a-Dale. 

,, a-Dale to his wooing is come ; 
^virmother, she ask'd of his household and home : 
r-rhoueh the castle of Richmond stand fair on the hill, 
iwr hair quoth bold Allen, * shows gallanter still ; 
^y the blue vault of heaven, with its crescent so pale, 
v^d with all its bright spangles ! ' said Allen-a-Dale. 
The father was steel, and the mother was stone ; 
They lifted the latch, and they bade him be gone ; 
But loud, on the morrow, their wail and their cry : 
He had laugh'd on the lass with his bonny black eye. 
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And she fled to the forest to hear a love-tale, 
And the youth it was told by was Allen-a-Dale I 

Scott. 

/- The Beleaguered City. 

I HAVE read, in some old marvellous tale, 

Some legend strange and vague. 
That a midnight host of spectres pale 

Beleaguered the walls of Prague. 

Beside the Moldau's rushing stream, 

With the wan moon overhead. 
There stood, as in an awful dream, 

The army of the dead. 

White as a sea-fog, landward bound. 

The spectral camp was seen. 
And, with a sorrowful, deep sound. 

The river flowed between. 

No other voice nor sound was there. 

No drum, nor sentry's pace ; 
The mist-like banners clasped the air 

As clouds with clouds embrace. 

But, when the old cathedral bell 

Proclaimed the morning prayer. 
The white pavilions rose and fell 

On the alarmed air. 

Down the broad valley, fast and far 

The troubled army fled ; 
Up rose the glorious morning star. 

The ghastly host was dead. 

I have read, in the marvellous heart of man, 

That strange and mystic scroll. 
That an army of phantoms vast and wan 

Beleaguer the human soul. . 

Encamped beside Life's rushing stream. 

In Fancy's misty ligW» 
Gigantic shapes and slia^^T^s gleam 

Portentous through tbe night. 



/ 



The Hel^^^^^^^^ "^""^ 

Upon its midnigrl^t t^^?^^^^i:i, , 

The spectral cSLTtxjp ^^J^^„ sou^a. 

And, with a sorrow^f^^^ '^ ^^^v^^^^^- 
Flows the River o± i-»^ 



No other voice, nor 



S' 



cy-VL^^ 



<5L 1^ 



til ere. 



Int'heann7of ttie ^^^i^^t:!^^ ^'*'' 
No other challenge ^^^^^s^ ^vstbl^^- 

But the Hashing of I-« ^^^^ church ^e,, 

And, when the solemxa ^"_ .^^ „ 

Entreats the soul to P^^l tl^e speij. 
The midnight phaiitc>i^^ ^^, 

The shadows sweep ^^^ -^ .^./l^r 

Down the broad Vale ^%|^ci ^ 

The spectral camp ^^ --rt^ s^slT-, 
Faith shineth as a ioctoirx\^ ^^^ 

Our ghastly fears are ae^ I.okgfeuoxv^^ 

tr,^ F>owerof ,^ 
Alexander's Feast ; or, ^ -p^^sia y^on V^ 

'TWAS at the royal feast :^^^ 
By Philip's warlike son " 
Aloft in awful state 

The godlike hero sate , 

On his imperial throne 5 ^^ ^^^^"JlL . 

His valiant peers were V^^^^ltlx ^^^^^^ h,^ 
Their brows with roses ^^ V,^ aro^^^ ^) * ^x^ 
(So should desert in arm^^ ^^ ^^^w 

The lovely Thais by his ^^^ t^ri^? , ^ ^^ 

Sate like a blooming e^^^^^y's pn^e :^ v:^ 

In flower of youth and. t)ea^ 
Happy, happy, happy pai^ • 
None but the brave . j 

None but the brave ^ tl^e fair- 

None but the brave deserve 

Timotheus placed on hi^ 
Amid the tuneful quire , ^fie ^V^^ ' 
With flying fingers touch' ^J^^^j^e s^>' 
The trembling notes ascen^ 



35 Alexander's Feast 

And heavenly joys inspire. 

The song began from Jove 

Who left his blissful seats above — 

Such is the power of mighty love ! 

A dragon's fiery form belied the god ; 

Sublime on radiant spires he rode 

When he to fair Olympia prest, 

And while he sought her snowy breast ; 

Then round her slender waist he curl'd, 

And stamp'd an image of himself, a sovereign of the 

world. 
—The listening crowd admire the lofty sound ! 
A present deity ! they shout around : 
A present deity ! the vaulted roofs rebound ! 
With ravish'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Assumes the god, 
Affects to nod 
And seems to shake the spheres. 

The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung— 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young : 
The jolly god in triumph comes ! 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums I 
Flushed with a purple grace 
He shows his honest face : 

Now give the hautboys breath ; he comes, he comes ! 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did first ordain ; 
Bacchus' blessings are a treasure. 
Drinking is the soldier's pleasure : 
Rich the treasure 
Sweet the pleasure. 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 

Soothed with the sound, the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again. 
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew the 

slain ! 
The master saw the madness rise, 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 
And while he Heaven and Earth defied 
Changed his hand and checked his pride. 



jilexandey's Feast 
Hechosea«.--fulMuse 

?^r°tuenfaUen, fallen, 
Fallen, fallen, I** .j^ ^^^ 

FaUen fro«>J"^i„ fis blood ; 

And weltering m^^^^, „,^d^ 

Deserted, at «.»» ^ ^^^ . 

By those his fo^ exposed he lies 

On the bare eartn f^^^^ eyes- . ^or 

'^■'^^. "i"", ^Jj^c^st looks the joyless v.ct ate. 

Revolving in /*l^s of Chance beloW , 
The various turn ^ ^^ ^^^j^^ 

And now and tn 

And tears began to flow. 

Tv,» «,io^htv master smiled to see 

The mignty ^^^^^ degree ; 

T^atlove wa^ m ^^^^ g^^^^^ 

'Twas but a kin mind to love. 

For pity melts ^.^^ nieasures 

loo^hrsoothed his soul to pleasures. 

^^,hrsS.-toUan^t^^^^^^ 

Honour but an ^n»P*y^"^ble, 
Never ending, «*>» °f.f ?n»ng '.^ . 
Fighting still, and sUU destroying , 
if the world be worth thy i„„,ng. 
Think, O think, It v^^li enjoying • 
Lovety Thais sits beside thee, , 

Take the good the ^^^JP^vide thee • , 

The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gazed on the fair 

Who caused his care, looWd, 

And sigh'd and look'd, s.gl^d ^^^^'"^ 
Sigh'd ai^d look'd, a"* sighd agam . 

At length with loye ^"^XuDon her breast 
The vanquis^'d victor sunk upon nc 



*> 
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Break his bands of sleep asunder 

And rouse him like a rattling peal of thunac . 

Hark, hark ! the horrid sound 

Has raised up his head : 

As awaked from the dead 

And amazed he stares around. 

Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries. 

See the Furies arise ! 

See the snakes that they rear 

How they hiss in their hair, 

And the sparkles that flash from their eyes . 

Behold a ghastly band 

Each a torch in his hand ! dain 

Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were si 

And unburied remain 

Inglorious on the plain : 

Give the vengeance due 

To the valiant crew ! 

Behold how they toss their torches on high, 

How they point to the Persian abodes 

And glittering temples of their hostile gods. 

— The princes applaud with a furious joy : 

And the King seized a flambeau with zeal to destro// 

Thais led the way 

To light him to his prey, 

And like another Helen, fired another Troy* 

—Thus, long ago, 

Ere heaving bellows leam'd to blow. 

While organs yet were mute, 

Timotheus, to his breathing flute 

And sounding lyre 

Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire. 

At last divme Cecilia came, 

Inventress of the vocal frame ; 

The svireet enthusiast from her sacred store 

Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 

And added length to solemn sounds. 

With Natx^f^ mother-wi^ and arts unknown before. 

—Let old Timotheus yield the prize 

Or both divide the crown ; 

He raised ^ ^°^^/ ^o the skies ; 

She drew an angel down! 



The J^usstonate Shepherd 8^ 

TYie ^a-sslonate ShepH^*"^ 
"to His Love 

COMB Vive witli me and be my 1^^^' 
And we will all the pleasures P^^^el^s, 
That hills and. vallies, dales ^l^^J^^l^s. 
And woods or steepy mountain y 

And we will sit upon the rocks, ^^^^s 
Seeing the shepherds feed their i* 
By shallow rivers to whose falls 

Melodious birds sing madrigra^l^' 

And 1 will make thee beds of roses 

And a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle ^j-tle. 

Embroider'd all with leaves of iti> 

A gown made of the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs ^^ ^ ' 
Fair-linfed slippers for the colo? 
With buckles of the purest go^^' 

A belt of straw^ and ivy-buds , 
With coral clasps and amber stuas ; 
An' if these pleasures may tbee move. 
Come hve with me, and he my love. 

Thy silver dishes for thy meat 
As precious as the gods do eat, 
Shall on an ivory table t>e 
Prepared each day for tli.ee and me. 

The shepherd-swains shiall dance and sing 
For thy delight each INT ay-morning -. 
If these delights thy nriind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

Marlowe. 

The Flowers o' the Forest 

rvE heard them lilting, at the ewe-itvWkitvg, 
Lasses a' lilting, before dawn o' dav ' 

But nov^ they are moaning:, on ilka ^teen loaning -, 
The Klowers o the Forest are a' v^ede a^^^- 



po The Flowers d the Forest 

At: bughts, in the morning, nae blythe lads are scorning ; 

X^asses are lonely, and dowie, and wae ; 
Na.e daffing, nae gabbing, but sighing and sabbing ; 

I Ik ane lifts her leglin, and hies her awae. 

In li.a.r'st, at the shearing, nae youths now are jeering, 
;^a.ndsters are lyart, and runkled, and gray ; 

/^t ^^ir, or at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching- ; 
^JTliG Flowers o' the Forest are a' wede awae. 

At ^^"j ill the gloaming, nae younkers are roaming 
'IB out stacks, wi' the lasses at bogles to play ; 

3ut: ilk maid sits dreary, lamenting her dearie — 
'Tlie Flowers o' the Forest are weded awae. 

Dool and wae for the order, sent our lads to the Border ! 

I^I-ie English, for ance, by guile wan the day ; 
Tlies Flowers o' the Forest, that fought aye the foremost 
TTlie prime of our land, are cauld in the clay. 

We'll hear nae mair lilting, at the ewe-milking ; 

'^omen and bairns are heartless and wae : 
Siglii'ig^ and moaning, on ilka green loaning — 
Tlie Flowers o' the Forest are a' wede awae. 

Miss Jane Elliott.' 

Ulalume 

I 
The skies they were ashen and sober ; 

The leaves they were crisped and sere,— 

The leaves they were withering and sere ; 
It was night in the lonesome October 

Of my most immemorial year ; 
It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 

In the misty mid region of Weir,— 
It was down by the dank tarn of Auber, 

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 

II 
Here once, through an alley Titanic 

Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul, — 

Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul. 
These were days when my heart was volcanic 

* Partly traditional. 



TJlal^^^ 



troiK 



As the scoriae ^^^^^tiesslV ya^n^i 
As the lavas that resti ^^^ j^^i<^ 
Their sulphurous currents ^ tlj^^ ^^^ 
In the ultimate cbme3 ^c^ril y\ 

That groan as they roll ^^^^^ P^^^' ^^ 
In the realms of the t^^^ ^^:»c^ 

"^ tid sober^ 

Our talk had heen serious ^ j^e pal^^ 

But our thoughts ^^^Z ^^chetou^ ^Cj ^, 

Our memories were trea ^ ^^cZ^er/^'^^^- 

For we knew not the month ^ ^tp^^^ ^ere ; 
And we marked not the jnignr ^f , ^r 
(Ah, night of all nights m the y^^^^e year 

We noted not the dim lake ot AUDej.,^ '^ 
(Though once we had joumeye^j ^ 

Remembered not the dank tarn of ^^^^^^^^ ^ere), 
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir 



IV 

And now, as the night was senescent, 
And star-dials pointed to mom, — 
As the sun-dials hinted of morn. 

At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was born. 

Out of which a miraculous crescent 
Arose with a duplicate horn, — 

Astart^'s bediamonded crescent 

Distinct with its duplicate horn. 



And I said, * She is warmer than Dian : 
She rolls through an ether of sighs, — 
She revels in a region of sighs : 

She has seen that the tears are not dry on 

These cheeks, where the worm never dies, 

And has come past the stars of the Lion : 
To point us the path to the skies — 
To the Lethean peace of the skies ; 

Come up in despite of the Lion, 

To shine on us with her bright eyes ; 

Come up through the lair of the Lion, 
With love in her luminous eyes.' 
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VI 

But Psyche, uplifting her finger, 

Said — * Sadly, this star I mistrust — 

Her pallor I strangely mistrust — 
Oh, hasten ! — oh, let us not linger ! 

Oh, fly ! — let us fly ! — for we must.' 
In terror she spoke, letting sink her 

Wings until they trailed in the dust — 
In agony sobbed, letting sink her 

Plumes till they trailed in the dust — 
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 

VII 

I replied — * This is nothing but dreaming : 

Let us on by this tremulous light ; 

Let us bathe in this crystalline light : 
Its sibyllic splendour is beaming 

With hope and in beauty to-night : — 

See ! — it flickers up the sky through the night ; 
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming, 

And be sure it will lead us aright — 
We safely may trust to a gleaming 

That cannot but guide us aright, 

Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.' 

VIII 

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her, 
And tempted her out of her gloom — 
And conquered her scruples and gloom ; 

And we passed to the end of a vista, 

But were stopped by the door of a tomb, — 
By the door of a legended tomb ; 

And I said, * What is written, sweet sister, 
On the door of this legended tomb ?' 
She replied : — < Ulalume— Ulalume— 
'Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume ! ' 

IX 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 

As the leaves that were crisped and sere. 
As the leaves that were withering and sere ; 

And I cried—* It was surely October 
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Ulalume 

On this very night of last year, 
That I journeyed— I journeyed down iiere^ 
That I brought a dread burden down here .' 
On this night of all nights in the year ; 
Ah, what demon has tempted me here ? 
Well I know, now, this dim lake oi Auber — 

This misty mid region of Weir— 
Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber, — 

This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.' 

POE. 

Kubla Khan 

A VISION IN A DREAM. 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree : 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 

Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round : 
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills 
Where blossom'd many an incense-bearing tree ; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But oh ! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 

Down the green hill athwart a cedam cover ! 

A savage place ! as holy and enchanted 

As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover ! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething 

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced : 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail ; 

And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 

It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reach' d the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean : 
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And 'mid this tumult Kubia heal-rf fr«n, ro. 
Ancestral voices prophes^ng S '^'^ 

??* fif'**'.^ °f Ae dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves • 

^m^l^*^ ''^"^ *^ ™n»led measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 
It was a nxiracle of rare device, 

In a vision once I saw • 
It was an Abyssinian niaid, 

Smging of Mount Abora. 
Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song, 

That with music loud and Ion?, 
I would build that dome in air. 
That sunny dome ! Those caves of ice t 

A^d S s^ouIh""'^ '^"^^ ««« *em there 
H^ffl^iv '^ °^' Beware ! Beware ! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair 1 
Weave a circle round him thnce 

For he on IT ^^f^ ^'^^^ '^o'V dread 
r^X. i'l?''^y-de«' hath fed. 
And drunk the milk of Paradise. 

Coleridge. 

U L'AlIegro 

Hence, loathed Melancholy 

FiitesoSnctT^'er ^^"^''^' ^^ sights unholy f 

&heXM-riv^rS"„|?;P'--^^ h'^ Jealous wings 

PJ^S.T^'4^^^^''' -«^ l-b^Wd rocks 
In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell 
But come, thou Goddess fair and free 
In heaven yclept Euphrosyn^ * 



And by men, heart-easing- Mfrth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a hinh. 
With two sister Graces more 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore : 
Or whether (as some sager sing) 
The frolic wind that breathes the spring- 
Zephyr, with Aurora playing, 
As he met her once a- Maying — 
There on heds of violets bJue 
And fresh-blown roses wash'd in dew 
Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair. 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 
Haste thee. Nymph, and bring- with thee 

Jest, and youthful ]o\V\vy^ 

Quips, and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Nods, and becks, and wreathed smiles 

Such as hang- on Hebe's cheek, 

And love to live in dimple sleek ; 

Sport that wrinkled Care derides. 

And Laughter holding both his sides ; — 

Come, and trip it as you go 

On the light fantastic toe ; 

And in thy right hand lead with thee 

The mountain nymph, sweet Liberty ; 

And if I give thee honour due, 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew, 

To live with her, and live with thee 

In unreprov^d pleasures free ; 

To hear the lark begin his flight 

And singing startle the dull night 

l;^rom his watch-tower in the skies, 
}i}^ the dappled dawn doth rise ; 

Ihen to come, in spite of sorrow, 
£^na at my window bid good-morrow 
i ftrough the sweetbriar, or the vine. 



Whii ^,^isted eglantine : 
Sr^^e cock with lively din 



Or x\ii 

While 

Scatters theTear of darkness thin, 

tt^*^ stack, or the W^^^^^^ 

Oif\\^ ^ti-uts his dames before : 

Fro^\^Ou%e the slunibenng rnorn : 
^^ side of some hoar hill, 
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Through the high wood echoing shrill. 
Sometime walking, not unseen. 
By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 
Right against the eastern gate 
Where the great Sun begins his state 
Robed in flames and amber light ; 
The clouds in thousand liveries dight ; 
While the ploughman, near at hand 
Whistles o'er the furrow'd land, 
And the milkmaid singeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his scythe. 
And every shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures 
Whilst the landscape round it measures ; 
Russet lawns, and fallows gray, 
Where the nibbling flocks do stray ; 
Mountains, on whose barren breast 
The labouring clouds do often rest ; 
Meadows trim with daisies pied. 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide ; 
Towers and battlements it sees 
Bosom'd high in tufted trees. 
Where perhaps some Beauty lies, 
The Cynosure of neighbouring eyes. 

Hard by, a cottage chimney smokes 
From betwixt two ag^d oaks. 
Where Corydon and Thyrsis, met 
Are at their savoury dinner set 
Of herbs, and other country messes 
Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses ; 
And then in haste her bower she leaves 
With Thestylis to bind the sheaves ; 
Or, if the earlier season lead. 
To the tann'd haycock in the mead. 

Sometimes with secure delight 
The upland hamlets will invite, 
When the merry bells ring round. 
And the jocund rebecks sound 
To many a youth and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequered shade ; 
And young and old come forth to play 
On a sunshine holy- day, 



Tillthe livelong nut-bro^y'^ • 
Then to the sp\*^ ^f ixiany *V^^e, 
With stories toun junket^ ^^^' 
How faery Mab ^"^^i^^^}^ ^^t ; 

And he, by fri^J^ 1 n^^^^^^ 

TeUs how the drua|mg Gobhn sweat 

To earn his cr^,^Z'^Z^ 1"^^ '^'' . 
When in one ^^St^rf,^£^^Pse of morn. 
His shadowy flail hatii threshed the corn 
That ten day-labourers could not end ; 
Tl^en lies him down the lubber fiend, 
And, stretch'd out all the chimne/s leng-tk 
Basks at the fire his hairy strength ; 
And crop-fiill out of doors he flings, 
Ere the first cock his matin rings. 

Thus dcMie the tales, to bed they creep 
By whispering winds soon lulled asleep. 

Tower'd cities please us then, 
And the busy hum of men, 
Where throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 
With store of ladies, whose bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
^wit or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace, whom all commend. 
There let Hymen oft appear 
In saffron robe, with taper clear, 
And pomp, and feast, and revelry, 
With mask, and antique pageantry , 
Such sights as youthful poets dream 
2? summer eves by haunted stream. 
^en to the well-trod stage anon, 
If Jonson's learned sock be on, 
Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fancy's child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 

And ever against eating cares 
1-ap me in soft Lydian airs 
Man-ied to immortal verse, 
^"ch as the meeting soul may pierce 
in notes, with many a winding bout 
^ nnk^d sweetness long drawn out ; 
With Wanton heed and giddy cunning 



98 LAlle^r-o 

The melting voice through mazes running 

Untwisting all the chains that tie 

The hidden soul of harmony ; 

That Orpheus' self may heave his head 

From golden slumber, on a bed 

Of heap'd Elysian flowers, and hear 

Such strains as would have won the ear 

Of Pluto, to have quite set free 

His half-regain'd Eurydic^. 

These delights if thou canst give. 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 

J. Milton. 

11 Penseroso 

Hence, vain deluding Joys, 

The brood of Folly without father bred ! 
How little you bestead 

Or fill the fixM mind with all your toys ! 
Dwell in some idle brain, 

And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess 
As thick and numberless 

As the gay motes that people the sunbeams, 
Or likest hovering dreams 

The fickle pensioners of Morpheus' train. 

But hail, thou goddess sage and holy. 
Hail, divinest Melancholy ! 
Whose saintly visage is too bright 
To hit the sense of human sight. 
And therefore to our weaker view 
Overlaid with black, staid Wisdom's hue ; 
Black, but such as in esteem 
Prince Memnon's sister might beseem, 
Or that starr'd Ethiop queen that strove 
To set her beauty's praise above 
The sea nymphs, and their powers offended, 
Yet thou art higher far descended : 
Thee bright-haired Vesta, long of yore. 
To solitary Saturn bore ; 
His daughter she ; in Saturn's reign 
Such mixture was not held a stain : 
Oft in glimmering bowers and glades 
He met her, and in secret shades 
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Oi woody Ida's inmost grove, 
\^\\e V^^ ^i^ere was no fear oijo^'^' ^ 
Come, pensive nun, devout and p«^ 
Sober, steadfast, and demure, 
All in a robe of darkest grain 
Flowing with majestic train, 
And sable stole of cypress lawn 
Over thy decent shoulders drawn : 
Come, but keep thy wonted state. 
With even step, and musing ga»*^» tries. 
And looks commercing with the sk- 
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes • 
There, held in holy passion still* 
Forget thyself to marble, till, 
With a sad leaden downward ^f- 2^ , 
Thou fix them on the earth as ^^^ 'a Qui^*. 
And join with thee, calm Peace, ^ ^j^^ ^t ^ 
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doi^ > 

And hears the Muses in a ring. 
Aye round about Jove's altar si^iT ' 
And add to these retired Leisure, 
That in trim gardens takes his Pf ^™^^ :>-^ 
But first, and chiefest, with thee oring 
Him that yon soars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne, 
The cherub Contemplatibn ; 
And the mute Silence hist along, 
^Less Philomel will deign a song 
In her sweetest, saddest j>light. 
Smoothing the rugged brow of Night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke 
Gently o'er the accustom' d oak. 

Sweet bird, that shunn'st the noise of folly. 

Most musical, most melancholy \ 
Thee, chauntress, oft, tlie woods among 
I woo, to hear thy even- song ; 
And missing thee, 1 walk: unseen 
On the dry, smooth shaven green. 
To behold the wandering Moon 
Riding near her highest noon, 
Like one that had been led astray 
Through the heaven s wide pathWs v^^V 
And ofc, as if her head she W'd 
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Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 
Oft, on a plat of rising ground 
I hear the far-off curfeu sound 
Over some wide-water'd shore, 
Swinging slow with sullen roar : 
Or, if the air will not permit. 
Some still removed place will fit 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom ; 
Far from all resort of mirth, 
Save the cricket on the hearth. 
Or the bellman's drowsy charm 
To bless the doors from nightly hairm. 

Or let my lamp at midnight hour 
Be seen in some high lonely tower. 
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear 
With thrice-great Hermes, or unspheie 
The spirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds or what vast regions hold 
The immortal mind, that hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleshly nook. 
And of those denaons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground. 
Whose power hath a true consent 
With planet, or with elenvent. 
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy 
In scepter'd pall come sweeping by. 
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops' line, 
Or the tale of Troy divine ; 
Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath the buskin'd stage. 

But, O sad Virgin, that thy power 
Might raise Musaeus from his bower, 
Or hid the soul of Orpheus sing 
Such notes as, warbled to the string, 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek 
And made ^^^^ grant what Lx)ve did seek. 
Or call ap ^^^ *^^^ ^^^^ half-told 
The story <^^ Cambuscan bold, 
OfCamb^l^^ and of Algarsife, 
And wha l^^^ Canace to wife 
Tliat ou^n'd the virtuous ring and glass ; 
And of tli^ ^vondrous horse of brass 
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OxvNs?^'^^^^ ^^e Tartar king^ did ridf = 

Knd tf ^^8^^ else great bards beside 

\tv sage and solemn tunes have sung 

Oitutneys, and of trophies hungr. 

Of forests, and enchantments <^^^^JL^ 

Where more is meant than nieets^^^ 

Thus, Night, oft see me in thy P** 
Till civil-suited. Mom appear , 

]^ot tricWd and frounced as she w**- 
With the A.ttic Boy to hunt, 
Butkercheft in a comely cloud 
While rocking winds are pipi«^^ 
Or u&het'd witli a shower stillj 
When the gust hath blown his tiih 
Ending on the rustling leaves 
With minute-drops from off the ^ 
And when the sun begins to ^'^n^j- 
His flaring beams, me, Goddess d 
To arched walks of twilight gT^^T. 
And shadows brown, that SyW^" 
Of pine or monumental oak, , ^ 
Where the rude axe, with heavea - 
Was never heard the nyn\phs to a 
Or fright them from their halloy|^ a 
There in close covert by soine oto 
Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from day's garish eye, 
While the bee with honeyed thigh 
That at her flowery worlc doth sir 
And the waters murmuring. 
With such concert as tlxey keep. 
Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep 
And let some strange mysterious 
Wave at his wings in aery strean 
Of lively portraiture display'd. 
Softly on my eyelids la.id : 
And, as I wake, sweet nnusic bre 
Above, about, or underneath, 
Sent by some spirit to mortals t 
Or the unseen Genius of the wo 
But let my due feet never feil 
To walk: the studious cloister's a 
And love the high-embow^d rol 
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With antique pillars massy proof, 

And storied windows richly dight, 

Casting a dim religious light : 

There let the pealing organ blow 

To the full-voiced quire below 

In service high and anthems clear, 

As may with sweetness, through mine ear, 

Dissolve me into ecstasies, 

And bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage. 
The hairy gown and mossy cell, 
Where I may sit and rightly spell 
Of every star that heaven doth show, 
And every herb that sips the dew ; 
Till old experience do attain 
To something like prophetic strain. 

These pleasures, Melancholy, give, 
And I with thee will choose to live. 

J. Milton. 



Jock of Hazeldean 



* Why weep ye by the tide, ladie ? 

Why weep ye by the tide ? 
ru wed ye to my youngest son, 

And ye sail be his bride : 
And ye sail be his bride, ladie, 

Sae comely to be seen ' — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 



* Now let this wilfu' grief be done, 

And dry that cheek so pale ; 
Young Frank is chief of Errington, 

And lord of Langley-dale ; 
His step is first in peaceful ha'. 

His sword in battle keen ' — 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldean. 



Jock of Hazeldean ,o^ 

III 
* A chain of gold ye sail not lack, 

Nor braid to bind your hair ; 
Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk 

Nor palfrey fresh and. fair ; ' 

And you the foremost o' them a' 

Shall ride our forest queen ' — ' 
But aye she loot the tea.rs dowxx fa' 

For Jock of Hazeldea.n. 

IV 

The kirk was deck'd at momvT\» tide 

The tapers gli]gimer'd fair ; ^" ' 
The priest and bridegroom Wa;<- fT,« k^;^^ 

And dame and knight ar^S^^J^^^ ^"^^» 
They sought her baith by h.oC and ha' 

The ladie was not seen ! ^^^ ^"^ *^a 
She's o'er the Border, and ^^ , 

Wi' Jock of Hazeldean. 

Scott. 

The Re^^^'^Cttiion 

We wandered to the pin^ fr»r*»cf 

That skirts the ocean' ^ }^^^ 
The lightest wind was i^ ^^am ; 

The tempest in its ho^^*^^ ^^^^^ 
The whispering waves >^ ^ ^ 

The clouds were go^^ ,^®^^f * asleep, 
And on the bosom of tl^^^° P^^^' 

The smile of heaven \^^^^^ 
It seem'd as if the hou^ 7; 

Sent from beyond th^'Ikies 
Which scatter'd fron:i a^ovi fL . 

A i:^!.. ^r -D^^aHr«5«v r-^^ove the sun 



A light of Paradise j 
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Now all the tree-tops lay asleep 
Like green waves on the sea, 

As still as in the silient deep 
The ocean woods may be. 

How calm it was !— the silence there 

By such a chain was bound 
That even the busy woodpecker 

Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable quietness ; 

The breath of peace we drew 
With its soft motion made not less 

The calm that round us grew. ^ 
There seemed from*the remotest seat 

Of the white mountain waste 
To the soft flower beneath our feet, 

A magic circle traced, — 
A spirit interfused around, 

A thrilling silent life : 
To momentary peace it bound 

Our mortal nature's strife. 
And still I felt the centre of 

The magic circle there 
Was one fair form that filPd with love 

The lifeless atmosphere. 

We paused beside the pools that lie 

XJxi^^'^ the forest bough. 
El^dn seem'd as 'twere a little sky 

(^ tilf d in a world below : 
A f5x":rnament of purple light 

V^ Jiich in the dark earth lay, 
^Iqj^^ boundless than the depth of night 

A.r^^ purer than the day — 
In ^g^^'^rl\c^!i the lovely forests grew 

^^ in the upper air, 
Mor-^ perfect both in shape and hue 

'X'f^^ti any spreading there. 
Ther*^ lay the glade, the neighbouring lawn, 

A ^^ through the dark-green wood 
The -v^l^^^® ^"^ twinkling Uke the dawn 

Q ^ of a speckled cloud. 
Sweet: views which in our world above 

Can tx^^^^ well be seen 
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>Were iniaged by the water's love 
Of tnat fair forest green ; 
\tvd aU was interfused beneath 
With an Elysian glow, , 

An atmosphere without a breatn, 
A softer day below. 

Like one beloved, the scene ha^ ^ 

To the dark: water's breast 
Us every leaf and lineament 

With more than truth exprest^ 
Until an envious wind crept by> 

Like an un>velcome thougrht 
Which from the mind's too faitm 
Blots one dear image out. . - 

Though Thou art ever fair and ^i 
And forests ever green, -^a 

Less oft is peace in Shelley's i^"* 
Than calni. in waters seen, p j 



Auld Robin Cray 

When the sheep are in the fauld, and the k 
And a' the warld to rest are gane. 
The ivaes o' my heart fa' in shovsrers fr^® ^i 
While my gudeman lies sound by me. 

Young Jamie lo'ed me weel, andl sought me ] 
But saving a croun he had naetl\ing else bes 
To make the croun a pund, you-ng Jamie ga i 
And the croun and the pund were baith for : 

He hadna been awa' a week biat only twa. 
When my father brak his arm, and the cow wa 
My mother she fell sick, and nny Jamie at th • 
And auld Robin Gray came a.-courtin' me. 

My father couldna work, and my mother coi: ' 
I toil'd day and night, but their bread I couV : 
Auld Rob maintam'd theni baith, and wV tea 
Said, 'Jennie, for their sakes, O, marry me I' 
My heart it said nay ; I looVd for JairvVebac 
But the wina it blew high, and the ship Vt "v" 
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His ship it was a wrack — why didna Jamie de^ 
Or why do I live to cry, Wae's me ? 

My father urgit sair : my mother didna speak ; 
But she looked in my face till my heart was Jike to break 
They gi'ed him my hand, but my heart was at the sea : 
Sae auld Robin Gray he was gudeman to me. 

I hadna been a wife a week but only four, 
When moumfu' as I sat on the stane at the door, 
I saw my Jamie's wraith, for I couldna think it he— 
Till he said, * I'm come hame to marry thee.' 

— O sair, sair did we greet, and muckle did we say ; 
We took but ae kiss, and I bad him gang away : 
I wish that I were dead, but I'm no like to dee ; 
And why was I bom to say, Wae's me ! 

I gang like a ghaist, and I carena to spin ; 
I dauma think of Jamie, for that wad be a sin ; 
But I'll do my best a gude wife aye to be. 
For auld Robin Gray he is kind unto me. 

Lady A. Lindsay. 



Willie Drowned in Yarrow 

Down in yon garden sweet and gay 
Where bonny grows the lily, 

I heard a fair maid sighing say, 
* My wish be wi' sweet Willie ! 

* Willie's rare, and Willie's fair. 

And Willie's wondrous bonny ; 
And Willie hecht to marry me 
Gin e'er he married ony. 

* O gentle wind, that bloweth south, 

From where my Love repaireth. 
Convey a kiss frae his dear mouth 
An<^ telJ me how he fareth ! 

* O tell sweet Willie to come doui? 

An<J ^^^^ ^^ mavis singing, 
And sc® *^^ birds on ilka bush 
And leaves around them hinging. 



^ r ««^«^iFcr 



'The laverock t.\:i.^-ir^, -i^v-V Vi^ir wlvUel 
And gentle XVt^o^i-tL ^^,€t t^^vt-oxv : 

There's sport ^n.^\x«z:Vi. i^o^ ^^nt.\evrtci 
On I^eadL^r-Vva^xi^Vi,^ si-x-kcl ^'^.trosv. 

And Yarroxv~l7i2?i\xs^ti's ^^r^ \50nTvy 
There Willie IrL^cziVit^ t:«z> Tnna^Tiry rrie 
If e*er Ixe nrkELTnTi^ci oir*-^^, 

'But Willies' s ^€z>T-i.^::^ ^^^Vio-on X tVio 
And do^^^s x^oti ^ln.^^i^Tr TTne: xveepi 

When oO^^ir mt^^i-ci^ ^.tt^i s-leep 

Foii^'d >^o\a tVi^i :i-oSie: ox- ^lly? 
Or came y<z»^T. \z>y 3,^<z>xt. nrxea-dow 
Or sa^iiv ^y-otji. Tx-T-^y^ ^^w^eit: "SA/illi 

She sougrti^t: T:xiTTrt xaT>-^ sl-ie^ soug 
^Ixe foxxn<i ^xi«r^ <axroi.vTi d m 



^ ^^ ^^^ -SAi^oo<3L Street, nh, 

1-Iangrs a TTlxrvtsV^ tXx^t: ^m i, 

Irx ^\^^ silo«c^ «^ r«<:»rrxm ^ q^ 



xs a- 
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io8 The Reverie of Poor Susan 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven : but they fade. 
The mist and the river, the hill and' the shade : 
The stream will not flow, and the hill will not rise, 
And the colours have all passed away from her eyes ! 

Wordsworth. 



The Armada 

A FRAGMENT 

Attend, all ye who list to hear our noble England's praise, 
1 tell of the thrice famous deeds she wrought in ancient 

days. 
When that great fleet invincible against her bore in vain 
The richest spoils of Mexico, the stoutest hearts of Spain. 

It was about the lovely close of a warm summer day. 
There came a gallant merchant-ship full sail to Plymouth 

Bay ; 
Her crew hath seen Castile's black fleet, beydftd Aurigny's 

isle. 
At earliest twilight, on the waves lie heaving many a mile. 
At sunrise she escaped their van, by God's especial grace ; 
And the tall * Pinta,' till the noon, had held her close in 

chase. 
Forthwith a guard at every gun was placed along the wall ; 
The beacon blazed upon the roof of Edgecumbe's lofty 

hall; 
Many a light fishing-bark put out to pfy along the tf oast. 
And with loose rein and bloody spur rode inland many a 

post. 
With his white hair unbonneted, the stout old sheriff 

comes ; 
Behind him march the halberdiers ; before him sound the 

drums ; 
His yeomen round the market cross make clear an ample 

space ; 
For there behoves him to set up the standard of Her Grace. 
And haughtily the trumpets peal, and gaily dance the bells 
As slow upon the labouring wind the royal blazon swells. 
Look how the Lion of the sea lifts up his ancient crown, 
And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies 

down. 
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no The Armada 

The sentinel on Whitehall gate looked forth into the 

night, 
And saw o'erhanging Richmond Hill the streak of blood - 

red light, 
Then bugle's note and cannon's roar the deathlike silence 

broke. 
And with one start, and with one cry, the royal city 

woke. 
At once on all her stately gates arose the answering fires ; 
At once the wild alarum clashed from all her reeling 

spires ; 
From all the batteries of the Tower pealed loud t:li.e 

voice of fear ; 
And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a loudLer 

cheer ; 
And from the furthest wards was heard the rusli. o£ 

hurrying feet. 
And the broad streams of pikes and flags rushed down 

each roaring street ; 
And broader still became the blaze, and louder still tJ^e 

din, 
As fast from every village round the horse came spurring 

in : 
And eastward straight from wild Blackheath the warlilce 

errand went, 
And roused in many an ancient hall the gallant squires 

of Kent. 
Southward from Surrey's pleasant hills flew those bright 

couriers forth ; 
High on bleak Hampstead's swarthy moor they started 

for the north ; 
And on, and on, without a pause, untired they bounded 

still : 
All night from tower to tower they sprang ; they sprancr 

from hill to hill : ^ ^^^ 

Till the proud peak unfurled the flag o'er Darwin's rocky 

dales, ^ 

Till like volcanoes flared to heaven the stormy liiiio ^t 

Wales, °^ 

Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern's lonei 

height, y 

Till streamed in crimson on the wind the Wrekin's rr*. ^ 

of light, ^^^^ 
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112 Mary Atnbree 

Then cryed out her souldiers, and loude they did say, 
' Soe well thou becomest this gallant array, 
Thy harte and thy weapons so well do agree, 
Noe mayden was ever like Mary Ambree.' 

She cheared her souldiers, that foughten for life. 
With ancyent and standard, with drum and with fife, 
With brave clanging trumpetts, that sounded so free ; 
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree ? 

* Before I will see the worst of you all 
To come into danger of death or of thrall. 
This hand and this life I will venture so free : ' 
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree ? 

Shee ledd upp her souldiers in battaile array, 

Gainst three times theyr number by breake of the daye; 

Seven howers in skirmish continued shee ; 

Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree ? 

She filled the skyes with the smoke of her shott. 
And her enemyes bodyes with bulletts so bott ; 
For one of her owne men a score killed shee ; 
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree ? 

And when her false gunner, to spoyle her intent. 
Away all her pellets and powder had sent. 
Straight with her keen weapon she slasht him in three : 
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree ? 

Being falselye betrayed for lucre of hyre. 
At length she was forced to make a retyre ; 
Then her souldiers into a strong castle drew shee : 
Was not this a brave bonny lasse, Mary Ambree ? 

Her foes they besett her on everye side, 
As thinking- close siege shee cold never abide ; 
To beate down the walles they all did decree : 
But stoutlye deffyd them brave Mary Ambree. 

Then tooke shee her sword and her targett in hand, 
And mounting the walls all undaunted did stand, 
There daring their captames to match any three : 
O what a brave captame was Mary Ambree 1 



Mary Ambree 113 

' Now saye, English captaine, what woldest thou give 
To ransome thy selfe, which else must not live ? 
Come yield thy selfe quicklye, or slaine thou must bee : ' 
Then smiled sweetlye brave Mary Ambree. 

' Ye captaines couragious, of valour so bold, 

Whom thinke you before you now you doe beholde ? ' 

* A knight, sir, of England, and captaine soe free, 
Who shortlye with us a prisoner must bee.' 

* No captaine of England ; behold in your sight 
Two brests in my bosome, and therefore no knight : 
Noe knight, sirs, of England, nor captaine you see, 
But a poor simple mayden called Mary Ambree.' 

* But art thou a woman, as thou dost declare, 
Whose valor hath proved so undaunted in warre ? 
If England doth yield such brave may dens as thee, 
Full well may they conquer, faire Mary Ambree.' 

The Prince of Great Parma heard of her renowne, 
Who long had advanced for England's fair crowne ; 
Hee wooed her and sued her his mistress to bee, 
And offered rich presents to Mary Ambree. 

But this virtuous mayden despised them all : 

* 'He nere sell my honour for purple nor pall * 
A mayden of England, sir, never will bee 

The wench of a monarcke,' quoth Mary Ambree. 

Then to her owne country shee backe did returne, 
Still holding the foes of faire England in scome ; 
Therfore English captaines of every degree 
Sing forth the brave valours of Mary Ambree. 

Reliques of Ancient English Poetry. 



Elizabeth of Bohemia 

You meaner beauties of the night. 

Which poorly satisfy our eyes 
More by your number than your light, 

You common-people of the skies. 
What are you when the Moon shall rise ? 

I 



jj. Elizabeth of Bohemia 

Ye violets that first appear, 

3y your pure purple mantles known, 

Lik:^ the proud virgins of the year, 
/^s if the spring were all your own, — 

WH^^ are you when the Rose is blown ? 

Ye curious chanters of the wood, 

TfJiat warble forth dame Nature's lays 

Thixil^^^? your passions understood 

3y your weak accents ; what's your praise 

-When Philomel her voice doth raise ? 

So vvlien my Mistress shall be seen 
\x%. fonn and beauty of her mind, 
By virtue first, then choice, a Queen, 

Tell me, if she were not design'd 
Th' eclipse and glory of her kind ? 

Sir II. Wotton. 

Cherry Ripe 

There is a garden in her face 

Where roses and white lilies blow ; 

A heavenly paradise is that place, 
Wherein all pleasant fruits do grow ; 

There cherries grow that none may buy, 

Till Cherry Ripe themselves do cry. 

Those cherries fairly do enclose 

Of orient pearl a double row, 
Which when her lovely laughter shows, 

They look like rose-buds filPd with snow ; 
Yet them no peer nor prince may buy. 
Till Cherry Ripe themselves do cry. 

Her eyes like angels watch them still ; 

Her brows like bended bows do stand, 
Threat'ning with piercing frowns to kill 

All that approach with eye or hand, 
These sacred cherries to come nigh, 
r— Till Cherry Ripe themselves do cry ! 

Campion, 
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Morning 

Pack, clouds, away, and welcome day 

With night we banish sorrow, 
Sweet air blow soft, mount Lark aloft 

To give my Love good-morrow. 
Wings from the wind, to please her mind, 

Notes from the Lark I'll borrow ; 
Bird prune thy wing, Nightingale sing. 

To give my Love good-morrow ; 
To give my Love good-morrow 
Notes from them all PU borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, Robin Red-breast, 

Sing birds in every furrow, 
And from each hill, let music shrill. 
Give my fair Love good-morrow : 
Black-bird and thrush, in every bush, 

Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow ! 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves 
Sing my fair Love good-morrow. 
To give my Love good-morrow 
Sing birds in every furrow. 

T. Heywood. 

Death the Leveller 

The glories of our blood and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against fate ; 

Death lays his icy hand on kings : 
Sceptre and Crown 
Must tumble down. 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field, 

And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield ; 
They tame but one another still : 
Early or late 
They stoop to fate. 
And must give up their murmuring breath, 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 



ii6 Death the Leveller 

The garlands wither on your brow, 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds ; 
Upon Death's purple altar now, 

See where the victor-victim bleeds : 
Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb, 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom in their dust. 

J. Shirley. 

^ Annan Water 

Annan Water's wading deep, 
And my Love Annie's wondrous bonny ; 

And I am loath she should wet her feet. 
Because I love her best of ony. 

He's loupen on his bonny gray. 

He rode the right gate and the ready ; 

For all the storm he wadna stay, 
For seeking of his bonny lady. 

And he has ridden o'er field and fell. 

Through moor, and moss, and many a mire ; 

His spurs of steel were sair to bide, 
And from her four feet flew the fire. 

* My bonny gray, now play your part ! 

If ye be the steed that wins my dearie. 
With com and hay ye'U be fed for aye. 
And never spur shall make you wearie.' 

The gray was a mare, and a right gude mare ; 

But when she wan the Annan Water, 
She could not have ridden the ford that night 

Had a thousand merks been wadded at her. 

* O boatman, boatman, put off your boat, 

Put off your boat for golden money ! ' 
But for all the gold in fair Scotland, 

He dared not take him through to Annie 

* O I was sworn so late yestreen, 

Not by a single oath, but mony ! 

I'll cross the drumly stream to-night, 

Or never could I face my honey.* 



The side was stey, slic\.<5L tl:^^ ^^ 
From bank to feira.^ ticket -w^- 

The bonny gray mstx"^ ^In.^ s^v^ 
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He spurr'dher for-tln- irat:o tl^i^^ 
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But the stream ^was br-o^-d, ^-^" 
And he never" sa.w his li>oi:ir 



Whitme:x5., 'rxiicist: / 
While glow the heavens vi^it 
Far through ttietiir rosy dej^t/ 

Thy solitar-y ^vay ? 

Vainly the fowler's 
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As, darkly painted on the c 

Thy figrnre floats s 
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Lone wandering-. 
All day thy wing^ 
At that far height, the col 
Yet stoop not, vireary, to t 
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And soon that t' 
Soon Shalt thou find a su 
And scream among thy i 

Soon o'er thy sJ 

Thou'rt gone — 
Hath swallowed up thy f 
Deeply hath sunk the le 
P^rxdi shall nc 



ii8 To a Waterfowl 

He, who from zone to zone 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight, 
In the long way that I must tread alone, 

Will lead my steps aright. 

W. C. Bryant. 



So, We'll Go no More 9. Roving 

I 
So, we'll go no more a roving 

So late into the night, 
Though the heart be still as loving, 

And the moon be still as bright. 

II 
For the sword outwears its sheath, 

And the soul wears out the breast, 
Apd the heart must pause to breathe. 

And love itself have rest. 

Ill 
Though the night was made for loving, 

And the day returns too soon, 
Yet we'll go no more a roving 

By the light of the moon. 



Byron. 



Song 



Where the bee sucks, there suck I : 

In a cowslip's bell 1 lie ; 

There I couch, when owls do cry : 

On the bat's back I do fly 

After summer merrily. 

Merrily, merrily, shall 1 live now, 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough ! 

Come unto these yellow sa.nds, 

And then take hands : 
Courtsied when you have and kiss'd 

The wild waves whist. 
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Foot it featly here and there ; 
And, sweet Sprites, the burthen bear. 
Hark, hark ! 

Bow-wow. 
The watch-dogs bark : 

Bow-wow. 
Hark, hark ! I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cr>', Cock-a-diddle-dow ! 

Shakespeare. 



The Land o' the Leal 

Pm wearin' awa', Jean, 

Like snaw- wreaths in thaw, Jean, 

I'm wearin' awa' 

To the land o' the leal 
There's nae sorrow there, Jean, 
There's neither cauld nor care, Jean, 
The day is aye fair 

In the land o' the leal. 

Ye were aye leal and true, Jean, 
Your task's ended noo, Jean, 
And I'll welcome you 

To the land o' the leal. 
Our bonnie bairn's there, Jean, 
She was baith guid and fair, Jean ; 
O we grudged her right sair 

To the land o' the leal. 

Then dry that tearfu' e'e, Jean, 
My soul langs to be free, Jean, 
And angels wait on me 

To the land o' the leal. 
Now fare ye weel, my ain Jean, 
This warld's care is vain, Jean ; 
We'll meet and aye be fain 
In the land o' the leaL 

Lady Nairne. 



I20 Song of the Emigrants zn Ber^iz^da 

Song of the Emigrants \n BGrmuda 

Where the remote Bermudas ride 
In the ocean's bosom unespied, 
From a small boat that row'd along 
The listening winds received this son§- : 
* What should we do but sing His praise 
That led us through the watery maze 
Where He the huge sea-monsters wracks 
That lift the deep upon their backs, 
Unto an isle so long unknown, 
And yet far kinder than our own ? 
He lands us on a grassy stage, 
Safe from the storms, and prelate's rage : 
He gave us this eternal spring 
W^hich here enamels everything. 
And sends the fowls to us in care 
On daily visits through the air. 
He hangs in shades the orange bright 
Like golden lamps in a green night, 
And does in the pomegranates close 
Jewels more rich than Ormus shows : 
He makes the figs our mouths to meet. 
And throws the melons at our feet ; 
But apples plants of such a price. 
No tree could ever bear them twice ! 
With cedars chosen by his hand 
From Lebanon he stores the land ; 
And makes the hollow seas that roar 
Proclaim the ambergris on shore. 
He cast (of which we rather boast) 
The Gospel's pearl upon our coast ; 
And in these rocks for us did frame 
A temple where to sound His name. 
O let our voice His praise exalt 
Till it arrive at Heaven's vault, 
Which then perhaps rebounding may 
Echo beyond the Mexique bay ! ' 
—Thus sung they in the English boat 
A holy and a cheerful note : 
And all the way, to guide their chime, 
With falling oars they kept the tune. 

A. Marvell. 
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122 The Fire of Z>r^ft- M^aac^ 

The light-house, the dismantled fort, 
The wooden houses, quaint and brown. 

We sat and talked until tlie nig^ht. 
Descending, filled the little room ; 

Our faces faded from the sight. 
Our voices only broke the gloom. 

We spake of many a vanished scene, 
Of what we once had thought and said, 

Of what had been, and might have been, 
And who was changed, and who was dead ; 

And all that fills the hearts of friends, 
When first they feeJ, with secret pain, 

Their lives thenceforth have separate ends, 
And never can be one again. 

The first light swerving of the heart. 

That words are powerless to express, 
And leave it still unsaid in part. 
Or say it in too gl-eat excess. 
The very tones in which we spake 

Had something strange, I could but mark ; 
The leaves of memory seemed to make 

A mournful rustling in the dark. 
Oft died the words upon our lips 
As suddenly, from out the fire ' 
Built of the wreck of stranded ships 

The flames would leap and then expire. 
And, as their splendour flashed and failed, 
We thought of wrecks upon the main,— 
Of sliips dismasted, that were hailed 

And sent no answer back again. 

The windows, rattling in their frames 

The ocean, roarmg up the beach, ' 

The gusty blast, the bickering flames, 

All mingled vaguely m our speech ; 

Until they made themselves a part 
Of fancies floatmg through the brain 

The long-lost ventures of the heart. 
That send no answers back again. 



'^-ij^r^ kP'&i 
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The War-Song of Dinas- Vawr 

We brought away from battle, 

And much their land bemoaned them. 

Two thousand head of cattle, ^ 

And the head of him who owned them . 

Ednyfed, King of Dyfed, 

His head was borne before us ; 

His wine and beasts supplied our feasts. 

And his overthrow, our chorus. 

Peacock. 



/- AretHusa 

Arethusa arose 

From her couch of snows 
In the Acroceraunian mountains, — 

From cloud and from crag, 

With many a jag 
Shepherding her bright fountains. 

She leapt down the rocks 

With her rainbow locks 
Streaming among the streams ; 

Her steps paved with g^reen 

The downward ravine 
Which slopes to the western gleams : 

And gliding and springing. 

She went, ever singing. 
In murmurs as soft as sleep. 

The Earth seemed to love her 

And Heaven smiled above her. 
As she lingered towards the deep. 

Then Alpheus bold, 

On his glacier cold. 
With his trident the mountains strook, 

And opened a chasm 

In the rocks : — with the spasm. 
All Erymanthus shook. 

And the black south wind 

It concealed behind 
The urns of the silent snow. 

And earthquake and thunder 

pid rend in sunder 

The bars of the springs below. 
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^ and the hair 
The beared ^ ^^od were 
Of the ^^Xftne torrenVs s^^■eep. 
Seen tHrougrn ^he Jigjt 

Of the ?^^ V tiie Vorian deep- 
To the 1^^^^*^ , Oh, guide n^^ ' 

And bid the ^^ ^^^ , ^^^ ^air 
For he grr^sP? ^^ hear^ ^ 

The loud ^%pth stii^> , 

And divided at^^ ^at^/^^r , 
And under J' j^j^e cj j- 

The Earth s ^v ^^^^Xxgh^ 

Behind her dei^>d. 
Her billows, ^X l^^^ed 

With the bra^Sy sta^^^^^ 
Like a gl^^^^id inL^ 
Ontheemer^^^ ,^^jj^ 

Alpheus '^t^l purs^^ci,- 

A dove to Its mn 
Down the stre^ ^ of the cloudy wind 
Under the bower^ 
Where the ^^f^n Po^ers 
Sit on their peaned thrones ; 
Through the coral woods 
Of the weltering floods ; 
Over heaps of unvalued stones ; 
Through the dim beams 
Which aiTiid the streams 
Weave a network of coloured light ; 
And under the caves, 
Where the shadowy waves 
Are as green as the forest's night : 
Outspeeding the shark , 
And the swordfish dark, — 
Under the ocean foam, 

^tid up through the rifts 
^ Of the mountam clifts,— 
They Jessed to their Dorian hoi^^^ 
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And now from their fountains 

In Enna's mountains, 
Down one vale where the morning basks, 

Like friends once parted 

Grown single-hearted. 
They ply their watery tasks. 

At sunrise they leap 

From their cradles steep 
In the cave of the shelving hill ; 

At noontide they flow 

Through the woods below 
And the meadows of asphodel ; 

And at night they sleep 

In the rocking deep 
Beneath the Ortygian shore, — 

Like spirits that lie 

In the azure sky 
When they love but live no more. 

Shelley. 

The Day is Done 

The day is done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night, 

As a feather is wafted downward 
From an eagle in his flight. 

I see the lights of the village 
Gleam through the rain and the m.ist. 

And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me. 
That my soul cannot resist ; 

A feeling of sadness and longing, 

That is not akin to pain. 
And resembles sorrow only 

As the mist resembles the rain. 

Come, read to me some poem. 
Some simple and heartfelt lay. 

That shall soothe this restless feeling, 
And banish the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old masters, 
Not from the bards sublime, 
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Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Time. 

For, like strains of martial music, 

Their mighty thoughts suggest 
Life's endless toil and endeavour ; 

And to-night I long for rest. 

Read from some humbler poet. 
Whose songs gushed from his heart, 

As showers from the clouds of summer, 
Or tears from the eyelids start ; 

Who, through long days of labour. 

And nights devoid of ease, 
Still heard in his soul the music 

Of wonderful melodies. 

Such songs have power to quiet 

The restless pulse of care. 
And come like the benediction 

That follows after prayer. 

Then read from the treasured volume 

The poem of thy choice. 
And lend to the rhyme of the poet 

The beauty of thy voice. 

And the night shall be filled with mUsic 

And the cares that infest the day 
Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 

And as silently steal away. 

Longfellow. 

Songr 

* A WEARY lot is thine, fair maid, 

A weary lot is thine ! 
To pull the thorn thy brow to braid. 

And press the rue for wine ! 
A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 

A feather of the blue, 
A doublet of the Lincoln green, — 

No more of me you knew. 

My love 
No more of me you knew. 



128 Song 



* This mom is merry June, I trow. 

The rose is budding fain ; 
But she shall bloom in winter snow, 

Ere we two meet again.' 
He tum'd his charger as he spake. 

Upon the river shore, 
He g:ave his bridle-reins a shake, 

Said, * Adieu for evermore, 

My love I 
And adieu for evermore.' 



Scott. 



The Two April Mornings 



We walked along, while bright and red 

Uprose the morning sun : 
And Matthew stopped, he looked, and said, 

* The will of God be done ! ' 

A village schoolmaster was he, 
With hair of glittering grey ; 
As blithe a man as you could see 
On a spring holiday. 

And on that morning, through the grass. 

And by the steaming rills. 
We travelled merrily, to pass 

A day among the hills. 

* Our work,' said I, * was well begun ; 

Then, from thy breast what thought, 
Beneath so beautiful a sun, 
So sad a sigh has brought ? ' 

A second time did Matthew stop ; 

And fixing still his eye 
Upon the eastern mountain-top, 

To me he made reply : 

* Yon cloud with that long purple cleft 

Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this which I have left 
Full thirty years behind. 
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* And just above yon slope of com 

Such colours, and no other, 
Were in the sky, that April morn, 
Of this the very brother. 

* With rod and line I sued the sport 

Which that sweet season gave, 
And, to the church-yard come, stopped short 
Beside my daughter's grave. 

*• Nine summers had she scarcely seen, 

The pride of all the vale ; 
And then she sang ; — she would have been 

A very nightingale. 

' Six feet in earth my Emma lay ; 

And yet I loved her more, 
For so it seemed, than till that day 

I e'er had loved before. 

* And, turning from her g^rave, I met, 

Beside the church-yard yew, 
A blooming girl, whose hair was wet 
With points of morning dew. 

* A basket on her head she bare ; 

Her brow was smooth and white : 
To see a child so very feir 
It was a pure delight ! 

' No fountain from its rocky cave 

E'er tripped with foot so free ; 
She seemed as happy as a wave 

That dances on the sea. 

' There came from me a sigh of pain 

Which I could ill confine ; 
I looked at her, and looked again, 

And did not wish her mine ! ' 

Matthew is in his grave, yet now, 

Methinks I see him stand, 
As at that moment, with a bough 

Of wilding in his hand. 

Wordsworth. 



i30( To Helen 



To Helen 

Helen, thy beauty is to me 
Like those Nic^an barks of yore 

That gently, o'er a perfumed sea. 
The weary wayworn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 

On desperate seas long wont to roam, 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 

To the grandeur that was Rome. 

Lo, in yon brilliant window-niche, 
How statue-like I see thee stand. 
The agate lamp within thy hand ! 

Ah, Psyche, from the regions which 
Are holy land ! 

POE. 

The Skylark 

Bird of the wilderness. 
Blithesome and cumberless. 

Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and lea ! 
Emblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place — 

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee ! 

Wild is thy lay and loud. 

Far in the downy cloud, 
Love gives it energy, love gave it birth. 

Where, on thy dewy wing. 

Where art thou journeying ? 
Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 

O'er fell and fountain sheen. 

O'er moor and mountain green. 
O'er the red streamer that heralds the day, 

Over the cloudlet dim. 

Over the rainbow's rim, 
Musical cherub, soar, singing, away ! 
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132 CJtdifn^u?^' jETa// 

* Leicester ! ' sl>e cried, * is this tliy love 

That thou so oft \iSLSt sworn to me. 
To leave me in this lox\eily groove. 
Immured in shameful privity ? 

* "^^^^''^ thou com'st with lover's speed 

Thy once-beloved bride to see ; 
But, be she alive, or be she dead, 

I fear, stem Earl, 's the same to thee. 

' ^?rl^° ^^^ usagre I received 
Nrwf tui^P?^' l'^ ™y father's hall ; 
VT^^T ^^^^^'^d then me ^eved, 
:No chilhng fears did me apf^. 

' ^No^?."£ ^'^^^ ^^^ cheerftil mom, 
i>o memly sung- the livelong- day. 

Makes thee forget thy htunble spouse. 

« Then, Leicester, why, ao-a;« t i 

The njured surely may f 1^7 ' P*****' 

XVhy didst thou wed a c<Lnt^ '~^ 

When so.e fair Prinl°^s"S^^Tf fe thine ? 

'Tdt'f rnlSlh^^'j-^l'^e Charts, 
Why didst thou win me tl^hv ^^^^ ^ 

Then leave to mourn the livefc^^^y ? 
< The village maidens of the DlaJr, 

Salute me lowly as they g-o - 
Envious they mark my silken tra;« 

Nor think a Countess can ha^e'v;,, 
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134 To a Skylark 



To a Skylark 

Hail to thee, blithe spirit ! 

Bird thou never wert — 
That from heaven or near it 

Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest : 
Like a cloud of fire, 

The blue deep thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun. 
O'er which clouds are brightening. 
Thou dost float and run. 
Like an embodied joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight ; 
Like a star of heaven 
In the broad daylight, 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight — 

Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere 
Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear, 
Until we hardly see, we feel, that it is there. 

All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud. 
As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflowed. 

What thou art we know not ; 

What is most like thee ? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 

Drops so bright to see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody : — 



rosympatby-ithfeol>^^ ^^.^^ 

Like a Wg^-^^<=»^^^^*=** .^o«^s ber V 

With music s^eet as ^^^ ^--^^ 

Likeaglo^^f ^^"^i^-^^ .^1, screen (t 

Among the flo.era ^^^-^^^^^^^ 

Makes faint wit^^^,. ^ ^^c^f^^., 

joyous and clear- ^^..^-^-2,^^-"" ^^^^. 

That panted for.-;-^^^^-t3^-;-f:^"^,,,.^^ 

A thing wberev** 



13^ To a Skylark 

What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain ? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains ? 

What shapes of sky or plain ? 
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain ? 

With thy clear keen joyance 

Languor cannot be : 
Shadow of annoyance 

Never came near thee : 
Thou lovest, but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream ? 

We look before and after. 

And pine for what is not : 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught ; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 

Yet, if we could scorn, 

Hate and pride, and fear ; 
If we were things bom 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 

Better than all measures 

Of delightful sound. 
Better than all treasures 

That in books are found. 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of the ground ! 

Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know ; 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow 
The world should listen then as I am Ustening now ! 

P. B. Shelley. 
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13^ The Sleeper 

The rosemary nods upon the grave ; 
The lily lolls upon the wave ; 
Wrapping the fog about its breast, 
The ruin moulders into rest ; 
Looking like Lethe, see, the lake 
A conscious slumber seems to take, 
And would not, for the world, awake. 
All Beauty sleeps !— and lo ! where lies 
(Her casement open to the skies) 
Irene, with her destinies ! 

O, lady bright, can it be right. 

This window open to the night ? 

The wanton airs from the tree-top 

Laughingly through the lattice drop : 

The bodiless airs, a wizard rout, 

Flit through thy chamber in and out. 

And wave the curtain canopy 

So fitfully, so fearfully. 

Above the closed and fringed lid 

'Neath which thy slumb'ring soul lies hid, 

That, o'er the floor and down the wall, 

Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall ! 

Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear ? 

Why and what art thou dreaming here ? 

Sure thou art come o'er far-off seas, 

A wonder to these garden trees. 

Strange is thy pallor, strange thy dress, 

Strange, above all, thy length of tress, 

And this all-solemn silentness. 

The lady sleeps ! Oh, may her sleep. 

Which is enduring, so be deep ! 

Heaven have her in its sacred keep ! 

This chamber changed for one more holy, 

This bed for one more melancholy, 

I pray to God that she may lie 

For ever with unopened eye. 

While the dim sheeted ghosts go by ! 

My love, she sleeps ! O, may her sleep, 

As it is lasting, so be deep ! 

Soft may the -worms about her creep 1 



Far in the forest, dim a.Tx^ ^ 
For her may some tall \^£|_-^^^ 
Some vault that ott ha.tlx t\x 
And winged panels iVvxtti^x-ii 
Triumphant o'er the cr^^t^ 
Of her grand family f^u^n^^t-^ 
Some sepulchre remotiei, ^^^ 
Against whose portal sl^^ -| 
In childhood many ar\ idl^ 
Some tomb from out >?vl:xc>s 
She ne'er shall force atxi ^^i 
Thrilling to think, pooir 0V3 
It was the dead who gxroat 

Spring, the s-weet Spring, is tYi^e 
Then blooms each thing, tliein xr 
Cold doth not sting, the pr^t^ty 1: 
Cuckoo, jug-j\ig, pu-we, Xo->?vxi 

The palm and. may make oovtrxt: 
Lambs frisk: a.xid. play, t\ve sY:\^-pl 
And ive hear aye, birds tvirv^ t:la.i 
Cuckoo, jiig-ju-g, pu.-^we, t:o->?vV 

The field.s t>reatb.e s>veet, tiK^ dLa. 

Young" lovers meet, old. >?v\ves a. 

In every street, tliese t\iT\es oixx 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-^we, Xo-^w 

Spring ! tlie sv/eet. Sprii 



X-ir.^ICS-Oir-XXl.01*, S-K.».CiE:A.lSlT 

OH ' Avtiex-efore oonn.^ v^ €or^l\ 

red? 
And wtierefoTTO dloiLl:^ yovtr ro 
Ana vsrlxerioe \3e \^^^ g^3.p< 



I40 The Battle of Naseby 

Oh evil was the root, and bitter was the fruit, 

And crimson was the juice of the vintage that we trod ; 
For we trampled on the throng of the haughty and the 
strong. 
Who sate in the high places, and slew the saints of 
God. 

It was about the noon of a glorious day of June, 
That we saw their banners dance, and their cuirasses 
shine. 
And the Man of Blood was there, with his long essenced 
hair. 
And Astley, and Sir Marmaduke, and Rupert of the 
Rhine. 

Like a servant of the Lord, with his Bible and his sword. 
The General rode along us to form us to the fight, 

When a murmuring sound broke out, and swell'd into a 
shout 
Among the godless horsemen upon the tyrant's right. 

And hark ! like the roar of the billows on the shore, 
The cry of battle rises along their charging line ! 

For God ! for the Cause ! for the Church, for the Laws ! 
For Charles King of England, and Rupert of the 
Rhine ! 

The furious German comes, with his clarions and his 
drums, 
His bravoes of Alsatia, and pages of Whitehall ; 
They are bursting on our flanks. Grasp your pikes, close 
your ranks. 
For Rupert never eomes but to conquer or to fall. 

They are here ! They rush on ! We are broken ! We 

are ^one ! 

Our left IS borne before them like stubble on the blast. 

O Lord, put forth thy might ! O Lord, defend the right I 

Stand back to back, in God's name, and fight it to the 

last. 

Stout Skippon hath a wound ; the centre hath given 
ground : 
Hark ! hark ! — What means the trampling of horsemen 
on our rear ? 



7)fe ^^^ ^^ ^ 

Whose banner do I see i^ 

ho, boys. ^^' ^*»ys ? 'TIS he,tl 

Bear up another miniate - >. 
Thei. heads all stooping^ L" J^T" ^'''" '' 

Like a whirlwind oiT t^^» tlieir points a 
_. dykes, °^ ***« trees, like a <i 

«->ur cuirassiers have t»n^o»* 

A-nd at a shock have^«^ f*"* *^« ranks oft 
Fast fa«t fi, .. ^«=at:t:erecl the forest I 

Their coward heads x>v-^^' »n some safe no 
And he-he turns he ^i^^^^**»«<i to rot «» 

That bore to kTolfo^*^^ "" sl^ame on thos 

'"''^^ ^'^ tortxare, arvd dare not 
Ho , co^iades, seoiar tl.^ ^^-^ ., _^^ ^ 

and lockets ^^^^^^ ax^a. pockets their 
The tokens of tA^ wax.t:ox., tlxe plunder of ^ 

When^you lci3se.a. yc^xar lily h^x^ds to youi 
And to-morrow sl^all t:lx^ fox, froirx Ixer cha^ 
Lead forth Iver tLa-wmy exiles to liowl above t 

Where be your itoxxg^e^s l:lxat late inocked at 
hell and fa.t:^. 
And the fing-^irs t:l^a.l: once were so bus^ 
blades, 
Vourperfum.'a. S2i.t:ix^ olotlxes, yovix catcliesand | 
Your stag^e-3g>la,ys a,r^<l yovtr sonxiets, youi ' 
and •yovLX' sp^d^s "? 

Down, down, £c>x- ^ait^xt do^vsm -witli tlie xnitre and 
With the l&ellsd e>^ t:l:i.€i C^oiaxt, and. tlie M^am 
Pope - 
There is woe ix^ CZ>:3rf<>xrd :H:alls ; there is wail ii 
Stalls I 
The Jesviit: sixxlt:^s Irxls l^osom : the Bisho 
cop^. 



And She of the seven hills shall moum her ^^/ P^ ,w c^ 
And tremble when she thinks on the edge ^ ^c^ ^ 
sword ; ^^ lovv^^^ 

And the Kings of earth in fear shall shudd^^ P 

hear m^ ,\^^. 

What the hand of God hath wrought for J> 
and the Word. ^ jC^r' 



^ Ho8a.l3elle 

O LISTEN, listen, ladies g-ay » 

No haughty feat of arms l' tell ; 
Soft IS the note, and sad the lay 

That mourns the lovely Rosabelle. 

* ^^^1^ nil '^^^^'■^^'. y^ gallant crew I 
And, gentle ladye, deign to stav t 

Rest thee in Castle RavSsheuch^ 
Nor tempt the stormy firth to-day. 

Thefishers have heard the^^f^^%«^^^^ ^ 
Whose screams forebode that ^^^?' 

' Last night the gifted Seer diH ^"^^""^ '' ^'^^' 

A wet shroud swatherl X-tL ^ ^^^^ 
Then stay thee, S, in r^^^^^ ladye gay . 
Why cross the Z^o^^^l^l^^^^^^^^^ ' 
"Tis not because Lord T \^^ 

To-night at Roslin^adffK ^^^"^ »»eir 
But that my ladye-motW%i**« baU, 
Sits lonely i« Lr"^altle'-£,y« 

"^nd LinSraV^,t,ring they ride 
^^ that my sir^ Ae wi»'"^ - »^^es w'« 



< 



^i^gr.Hdes well 
'^^ will r^K: J^^ll* 

sab. 
* -^«<^*, isle. 



O'er Roslin all that: <5L^GSLiry Txi^ht, 
A wondrous fclaz^ -w-as sggti to ^ 
'Twas broader- thaxi tho ^*^^^^-^VV 

And redder than the t^"^^^^oJ^^^N 
It glared on R^oslixi's csLstlcd roQi \ ^ 
It ruddied all the cop^sG-woocf \ i)^ 
'Twas seen from i:>rycieri^ ^^^^^^L 
And seen from csLVcm d. ^a\^^^ ^ 

Seem'd all on fire tlia^t chapeJ j. ^^^ 
Where Roslin' s cliiG£s "^co;£^q^^^ 

Each Baron, for a sabie sbroi^ '^^i^ 
Sheathed in his iron panopj^, ^y 

Seem'd all on fire within^ ^^0^,. ' 

Deep sacristy ^^^ ,^^^^^s p ^tj 
Shone every pillar foliage^hojT!^ ; 

And glimmered aii the de^^^^. 

Blazed battlement and phji^. , . ^^ 

Blazed every rose-carved b^,^/^^ 
So still they blaze, when fate f s «?!' 

The lordly line of high St. ciair 

There are twenty of RosJin's bare 

Lie buried within that proud ch 
Each one the holy vault doth lioh 

But the sea holds lovely Rosab 
And each St. Clair was buried tb. 

With candle, with book, ^^^7, 
But the sea-ca^es rung, and^^fe 

The dirge of lovely Rosao 






144 



The Rime of tJie ^mrie^f A^€zr^ner 

< The Bridegroom's doors are opdi'ci -wide, 

/^nd I am next of kin ; 

The guests are met, tlie feast is set : 

ivlay'st hear the merry din.' 

He holds him with his skinny hand, 

t There was a ship,' quoth he. 

< Hold off ! unhand me, grey-beard loon ! ' 

Eftsoons his hand dropt he. 

He holds him with his glittering- eye 

The Wedding-Guest stood still. 

And listens like a three years' cliild ; 

The Mariner hath his >vill. 

The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone : 

He cannot choose but hear ; 

And thus spake on that ancient man. 

The bright-eyed Mariner : 

*^The ship was cheer'd, the harbour clear'd, 

Merrily did we drop 

Below the kirk, below the hill. 

Below the light-house top. 

* The Sun came up upon the left. 
Out of the sea came he ! 
And he shone bright, and on the rig-ht 
Went down into the sea. 

< Higher and higher every day 

Till over the mast at noon — ' 

The Wedding-Guest here beat his brea<5t 

For he heard the loud bassoon. "^^^^t 

The Bride hath paced into the hall 
Red as a rose is she ; ' 

Nodding their heads before her eoes 
The merry minstrelsy. ^ 

The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast 
Yet he cannot choose but hear : ^'^^^^^ 
And thus fake on that ancient man 
The brigl^^-^y^d Manner ; 



The Hime of the ^^^^rz'^^^^ .J%:^^^'^e^^ 

* And now the storm-Tblast: csLrncM.^^ and h^ 
Was tyrannous and strongr - 
He struck with his o'erta.k:iras" ^^i^^^^. 
And chased us south alon^. 

'With sloping masts and ciii>l>i^^ P^ovt^* 
As who pursued with yell a-x^d l>lov%r 
Still treads the shadow of Irxis fo^. 
And forward bends his hea.ci, *v,^ ki =^ ^ 

The ship drove fast, loud roar'ci the dj^*.^ 

And southward aye we fled- 

' And now there came '^^rr\ . 

And it grew wondrous cold '^^^^ ^^^ by. 

And ice, mast high, came ri 

As green as emerald. clif*^- 

^And through the drifts trx^ 



Did senda dismal slieef? !.^sts w^ Wen- 



Nor shapes of men ***-**^_, 

The ice was aU between- ,,^^s tti^ere, ^ 

' The ice was here, t*^^ */^^ ^ ^cr-^*" "^ ^""^ ** "^ 

The ice was all aroti^t^ scc*.^ ^ 

It cracked and grow^^^a. 1 - .^^s^. 

Like noises in a sW*'" ^,flv.l"*=»^ 

■At length did cross ^^xp^^^^^ ^^^^ 

porough the fo^^ 0'k**'lS^«- 

Asifit had been ^^»s r^^ >* e^-^' 

We hail'd it in 00*3- ^^^^ ^^^^ ,^x^f^^ i 

'It ate the food i* ^t*<3. ^^ tt^H^V^^^^' v.et-.i* 
And round a«d J^*' vtt* ^,*& *^ ^e: iJ^?^ 
TheicediTpli* ^eV<^ ^ -*-"" 
Thehehnstj^^n s*f^ ^i^^, ^i^V- 

•In mist o^ clo^'J^^'^^^^<^^\^^l^" 
Itperch'd. Vi,r ^^flt**' ij>*='*^ 
Whiles all %e^^il.^ *^ 
Glimmer*^ ^ji^ ^^ 



146 The Rime of the Ancient Mariner 

* God save thee, ancient Mariner ! 
From the fiends, that plague thee thus ! — 
Why look'st thou so ?*— ' With ihy cross-bow 
I shot the Albatross I ' 

PART II 

' The Sun now rose upon the right : 
Out of the sea came he, 
Still hid in mist, and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 

' And the good south wind still blew behind. 
But no sweet bird did follow, 
Nor any day for food or play 
Came to the mariners' hollo ! 

' And I had done a hellish thing, 

And it would work 'em woe : 

For all averr'd, I had kill'd the bird 

That made the breeze to blow. 

Ah wretch ! said they, the bird to slay. 

That made the breeze to blow ! 

* Nor dim nor red, like God's own head, 
The glorious Sun uprist : 

Then all averr'd, I had kill'd the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 
'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay, 
That bring the fog and mist. 

* The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
The furrow stream'd off free ; 

We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

* Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down, 
'Twas sad as sad could be ; 

And we did speak only to break 
The silence of the sea ! 

* All in a hot and copper sky. 
The bloody Sun, at noon, 

Right up above the mast did stand, 
No bigger than the Moon. 
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* At first it seem'd a little speck. 
And then it seem'd a mist ; 

It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 

* A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist ! 
And still it near'd and near'd : 

As if it dodged a water-sprite, 

It plunged and tack'd and veered. 

* With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
We could nor laugh nor wail ; 

Through utter drought all dumb we stood ! 
I bit my arm, I suc&d the blood. 
And cried, " A sail ! a sail ! " 

* With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
Agape they heard me call : 

Gramercy ! they for joy did grin. 
And all at once their breath drew in. 
As they were drinking all. 

* See ! see ! (I cried) she tacks no more ! 
Hither to work us weal ; 

Without a breeze, without a tide. 
She steadies with upright keel ! 

* The western wave was all a-flame, 
The day was well-nigh done ! 
Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad bright Sun ; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 

' And straight the Sun was fleck'd with bars, 
(Heaven's Mother send us grace !) 
As if through a dungeon-grate he peered. 
With broad and burning face. 

* Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she nears and nears ! 

Are those her sails that glance m the Sun, 
Like restless gossameres ? 
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' Are those her ribs through which the Sun 
Did peer, as through a grate ? 
And is that Woman all her crew ? 
Is that a Death ? and are there two ? 
Is Death that woman's mate ? 

* Her lips were red, her looks were free, 
Her locks were yellow as gold : 

Her skin was as white as leprosy. 
The Night-mare Life-in-Death was she, 
Who thicks man's blood with cold. 

* The naked hulk alongside came, 
And the twain were casting dice ; 

" The game is done ! I 've won, I 've won ! " 
Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 

* The Sun's rim dips ; the stars rush out ; 
At one stride comes the dark ; 

With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea 
Off shot the spectre-bark. 

' We listen'd and look'd sideways up ! 

Fear at my heart, as at a cup. 

My life-blood seem'd to sip ! 

The stars were dim, and thick the night. 

The steersman's face by his lamp gleam'd white ; 

From the sails the dew did drip — 

Till clomb above the eastern bar 

The homed Moon, with one bright star 

Within the nether tip. 

* One after one, by the star-dogg'd Moon, 
Too quick for groan or sigh. 

Each tum'd his face with a ghastly pang, 
And cursed me with his eye. 

* Four times fifty living men, 
(And I heard nor sigh nor groan) 
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 
They dropped down one by one. 

* The souls did from their bodies fly, — 
They fled to bliss or woe ! 

And every soul, it pass'd me by. 
Like the whizz of my cross-bow I ' 
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PART IV 

< 1 fear thee, ancient Mariner \ 

1 fear thy skinny hand ! 

And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 

As is the ribbed sea-sand. 

« I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 
And thy skinny hand, so brown.' — 
*Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest ! 
This body dropt not down. 

* Alone, alone, all all alone. 
Alone on a wide, wide sea I 
And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 

* The many men, so beautiful I 
And they all dead did lie : 

And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Lived on ; and so did I. 

* 1 looked upon the rotting sea. 
And drew my eyes away ; 

I look'd upon the rotting deck. 
And there the dead men lay. 

* 1 lookd to Heaven, and tried to pray ; 
But or ever a prayer had gusht, 

A wicked whisper came, and made 
My heart as dry as dust. 

* I closed my lids, and kept them close, 
And the balls like pulses beat ; 

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 
Lay like a load on my weary eye. 
And the dead were at my feet. 

* The cold sweat melted from their limbs. 
Nor rot nor reek did they : 

The look with which they look'd on me 
Had never pass'd away. 

* An orphan's curse would drag to Hell 
A spirit from on high ; 
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But oh ! more horrible than that 
Is the curse in a dead man's eye ! 
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse 
And yet I could not die. 

* The moving Moon went up the sky, 
And nowhere did abide : 

Softly she was going up, 

And a star or two beside — 

Her beams bemock'd the sultry main. 

Like April hoar-frost spread ; 

But where the ship's huge shadow lay. 

The charmM water burnt alway 

A still and awful red. 

* Beyond the shadow of the ship, 
I watched the water-snakes : 

They moved in tracks of shining white, 
And when they rear'd, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 

* Within the shadow of the ship 
I watched their rich attire : 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 
They coil'd and swam ; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 

* O happy living things ! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare : 

A spring of love gush'd from my heart, 
And I bless'd them unaware ! 
Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I bless'd them unaware ! 

* The self-same moment I could pray ; 
And from my neck so free 

The Albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea.' 

PART V 

* Oh sleep 1 it is a gentle thing. 
Beloved from pole to pole ! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given ! 
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven, 
That slid into my soul. 
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* The silly buckets on the deck. 
That had so long remain' d, 

I dreamt that they were fiU'd with dew ; 
And when I awoke, it rained. 

* My lips were wet, my throat -was cold. 
My garments all were dank ; 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams. 
And still my body drank. 

* I moved, and could not feel my limbs : 
1 was so light — ^almost 

I thought that I had died in sleep. 
And was a blessed g^host. 

« And soon I heard a roaring" w^ind : 
It did not come anear ; 
But with its sound it shook the sails. 
That were so thin and sere. 

< The upper air burst into life ! 
And a hundred fire-flags sheen. 

To and fro they were hurried about ! 
And to and fro, and in and out. 
The wan stars danced between. 

< And the coming wind did roar more loud, 
And the sails did sigh like sedge ; 

And the rain pour'd down from one black cloud, 
The Moon was at its edge. 

^ The thick black cloud was cleft and still, 

The Moon was at its side : 

Like waters shot from some high crag, 

The lightning fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 

i The loud wind never reached the ship, 
yet now the ship moved on » 
:Beneath the lightning and the moon 
^he dead men gave a groan. 

. Tbey groan'd, they stirred, they all uprose, 
Nor spake, nor ^.oved their' eyes ; ^ ' 

I^ ^^fve seen t'hnP'^^^^^ ^ a'^dream, 
r^o ^^^^ ^^^^ ^^ose dead men rise. 
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* The helmsman steered, the ship moved on ; 
Yet never a breeze up blew ; 

The mariners all 'gan work the ropes 
Where they were wont to do ; 
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools -- 
We were a ghastly crew. 

* The body of my brother's son 
Stood by me, knee to knee : 

The body and I puU'd at one rope, 
But he said nought to me.' 

* I fear thee, ancient Mariner ! ' 

* Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest ! 
'Twas not those souls that fled in pain, 
Which to their corses came again. 
But a troop of spirits blest : 

For when it dawn'd — they dropp'd their arms. 
And clustered round the mast ; 
Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths, 
And from their bodies passed. 

' Around, around, flew each sweet sound. 
Then darted to the Sun ; 
Slowly the sounds came back again. 
Now mixed, now one by one. 

* Sometimes a-dropping from the sky 
I heard the sky-lark sing ; 
Sometimes all little birds that are. 
How they seem'd to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargoning ! 

* And now 'twas like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flute ; 

And now it is an angel's song. 
That makes the heavens be mute. 

* It ceased ; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 
That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 
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' Till noon we quietly sailed on, 
Yet never a breeze did. breathe : 
Slowly and smootlily went the ship, 
Moved onward from l>eneath. 

' Under the keel nixie fathom deep, 
From the land of inist and snow. 
The spirit slid : and it was he 
That made the sliip to go. 
The sails at noon left off their tune, 
And the ship stood still also. 

*The Sun, right up above the mast 
Had fixed her to the ocean ; 
But in a minute she 'gan stir. 
With a short uneasy motion — 
Backwards and forwards half her lexi^ih 
With a short uneasy motion. 

* Then like a pawing horse let go. 
She made a sudden bound : 

It flung the blood into my head. 
And I fell down in a swound. 

* How long in that same fit I Jay, 
I have not to declare ; 

But ere my living life returned, 
I heard, and in my soul discerned 
Two voices in the air. 

* u Is it he ? » quoth one, « Is this the man } 
^y Him who died on cross. 
With his cruel bow he laid full low 
Th^ harmless Albatross. 

« cc-|7he spirit who bideth by himself 
In tli^ ^^^ of mist and snow. 
He loved the bird that loved the man 
y^Q-^iy shot him with his bow." 

*TH^ other was a softer voice. 

As s<^^^ ^^ honey-dew ; 

Qua til he, " The man hath penance done. 

And -p^^^^^^ more will do.'' ' 
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' « But tell me, tell me ! 
Thy soft response ren^^ 
What makes that ship* c 
What is the Ocean doir: 

'" Still as a slave t^eCor^ 
The Ocean hath no txl^J 
His great bright eye m.4 
Up to the Moon is oas*: 
' " If he may know wlxic 
For she guides hinx srxx< 
See, brother, see ! l^^'^X^- 
She looketh down on »^ 

'"But why drives ^^^^i 
Wifhout or wave o^ . 

' « The air is c«t ^!^-ti.i*>-«^ 
And closes froH* ^ ^tir».o 

Or we shall "^^^o^J^^r^ 
For slow and ^^LeX' ^ _ 

When the M^^*^ ^e=-»r^/ 

'I woke, ^ixd ^^^*^S^* 
As in a eentl^^**- ^^^^ 
'Twas niKlxt» '^ s***^^** ^ 
The de^l ^"*^^^t.^^^i^, 
'All stood ^''f.^^^^t^^^ 
For a c^^rtv^;^^ ^^*^ 
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* And now this spell was snapt : once more 
I viewed the ocean green, 

And looied far forth, yet little saw 
Of what had else been seen— 

* Like one that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And having once turned round walks on, 
And turns no more his head ; 
Because he knows, a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 

' But soon there breathed a wind on me 
Nor sound nor motion made : 
Its path was not upon the sea, 
In ripple or in shade. 

' It raised my hair, it fann'd my cheek 
Like a meadow-gale of spring — 
It mingled strangely with my fears. 
Yet it felt like a welcommg. 

'Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 
Yet she saiPd softly too ; 
Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze- 
On me alone it blew. 

* Oh ! dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The light-house top I see ? 

Is this the hill ? is this the kirk ? 
Is this mine own countree ? 

* We drifted o'er the harbour-bar, 
And I with sobs did pray— 
" O let me be awake, my God ! 
Or let me sleep alway." 

* The harbour bay was clear as glass. 
So smoothly it was strewn ! 

And on the bay the moonlight lay. 
And the shadow of the moon. 

* The rock shone bright, the kirk no less, 
That stands above the rock ; 



Tb^ ^^^dyweatbercoclc- 

. /v«d the bay was w'^'^, 
t4n rising from the sa*^' ; 
^Sh many shapes, tb^^ 
JXcritnsoa colours cai^^ 

. A, ittie distance frj>n^^*' : 
Those crunsonsJia^^ 
I turned iny eyes «f j 
Ob, Christ ! what sa.^ 

■m ' J 

c -EsLch corse lay ^^^s. t 
And by the holy ^ZZ% 
A man all light, ^^ 5 
On every corse tU^* 

' This seraph-b^n^^^^^ 
It was a heavenly %:i^ 
They stood as sigr^.7^ 
Each one a lovely **^ 

* This seraph -bao^? ^^ 
No voice did they ^^ 
No voice ; but ol^ • -- 
Like music on my 

* But soon I he2tr<i 
I heard the Pilot's^ 
My head was tum ^* 
And I saw a boat - 

' The Pilot, and tr 
I heard them corn 
Dear Lord in H^' 
The dead men c<^ 

' I saw a third^ — ^ 1 

It is the Hermit 

He singeth loud , 

That he makes 

He'll shrieve m^ 

The Albatross's 
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PART VII 

* This Hermit g^ood lives in that wood 
Which slopes down to the sea. 
How loudly his sweet voice he rears ! 
He loves to talk with marineres 
That come from a far countree. 

« He kneels at mom, and noon, and eve — 

He hath a cushion plump : 

It is the moss that wholly hides 

The rotted old oak stump. 

' The skiff-boat near'd : I heard them talk, 
" Why, this is strangre, I trow ! 
Where are those lights so many and fair. 
That signal made but now ? " 

« " Strange, by my faith !" the Hermit said— 

" And they answer'd not our cheer ! 

The planks look warp'd ! and see those sails. 

How thin they are and sere ! 

I never saw aught like to them. 

Unless perchance it were 

* " Brown skeletons of leaves that lag- 
My forest-brook along ; 
When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below 
That eats the she-wolfs young-." ' 

* " Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look " 

(The Pilot made reply) ^*^ 

" I am a-fear'd"— " Push on, push on 1 " 
Said the Hermit cheerily. 

< The boat came closer to the ship 
But I nor spake nor stirred ; 

The boat came close beneath the ship 
And straight a sound was heard. 

< Under the water it rumbled on. 
Still louder and more dread : 

It reached the ship, it split the bay • 
The ship went down like lead. 
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* Stunn'd by that loud and dreadful sound, 
Which sky and ocean smote, 

Like one that hath been seven days drowned 
My body lay afloat ; 
But swift as dreams, myself I found 
Within the Pilot's boat. 

* Upon the whirl, where sank the ship. 
The boat spun round and round ; 
And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

* I moved my lips — the Pilot shriek' d 
And fell down in a fit ; 

The holy Hermit raised his eyes, 
And prayed where he did sit. 

* I took the oars : the Pilot's boy, 
Who now doth crazy go, 

Laugh'd loud and long, and all the while 
His eyes went to and fro. 
" Ha ! ha !'» quoth he, " full plain I see 
The Devil knows how to row.'* 

* And now, all in my own countrec, 
I stood on the firm land ! 

The Hermit stepped forth from the boat. 
And scarcely he could stand. 

*" O shrieVe me, shrieve me, holy man ! " 
The Hermit crossed his brow. 
" Say quick," quoth he, " I bid thee say — 
What manner of man art thou ?" 

* Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched 
With a woful agony. 

Which forced me to begin my tale ; 
And then it lefl me free. 

* Since then, at an uncertain hour, 
That agony returns ; 

And till my ghastly tale is told, 
This heart within me bums. 
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' 1 pass, like night, from land to land ; 
I have strange power of speech ; 
The moment that his face I see, 
I know the man that must hear me : 
To him my tale I teach. 

* What loud uproar bursts from that door ! 

The wedding-guests are there : 

But in the garden-bower the bride 

And bride-maids singing are : 

And hark the little vesper bell, 

Which biddeth me to prayer ! 

< O Wedding-Guest ! this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide, wide sea : 

So lonely 'twas, that God himself 
Scarce seemed there to be. 

' O sweeter than the marriage-feast, 
'Tis sweeter far to me, 
To walk together to the kirk 
With a goodly company ! — 

« To walk together to the kirk, 

And all together pray, 

While each to his great Father bends, 

Old men, and babes, and loving friends. 

And youths and maidens gay ! 

< Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell 
To thee, thou Wedding-Quest ! 
He prayeth well, who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 

i He prayeth best, who lovest best 
All things both great and small ; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He ixiade and loveth all.' 
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He went like one that hath been stunned, 
And is of sense forlorn : 
A sadder and a wiser man 
He rose the morrow mom. 

Coleridge. 

A The Haunted Palace 

I 
In the greenest of our valleys, 

By good angels tenanted, 
Once a feir and stately palace, 

Radiant palace, reared its head. 
In the monarch Thought's dominion, 

It stood there ; 
Never seraph spread a pinion 

Over fabric half so fair 1 



Banners — yellow, glorious, golden — 

On its roof did float and flow 
(This, all this, was in the olden 

Time, long ago) ; 
And every gentle air that dallied. 

In that sweet day, 
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 

A wingM odour went away. 

Ill 
Wanderers in that happy valley, 

Through two luminous windows saw 
Spirits moving musically, 

To a lute's well-tun^d law. 
Round about a throne where, sitting 

(Porphyrogene !) 
In state his glory well befitting, 

The ruler of the realm was seen. 

IV 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing 

Was the fair palace-door. 
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing, 

And sparkling evermore, 

M 
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A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty- 
Was but to sing, 

In voices of surpassing beauty, 
The wit and wisdom of their king. 

V 
But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 

Assailed the monarch's high estate. 
(Ah, let us mourn ! — for never morrow 

Shall dawn upon him desolate ;) 
And round about his home the glory 

That blushed and bloomed, 
Is but a dim-remembered story 

Of the old tin\e entombed. 

VI 

And travellers now within that valley, 

Through the red-litten windows see 
Vast forms, that move fantastically 

To a discordant melody. 
While, like a ghastly rapid river, 

Through the pale door, 
A hideous throng rush out for ever 

And laugh — but smile no more. 

POE. 

^ The Bard 

PINDARIC ODE 

* Ruin seize thee, ruthless King ! 
Confusion on thy banners wait, 
Tho' fann'd by Concjuest's crimson wing 
They mock the air with idle state. 
Helm, nor Hauberk's twisted mail. 
Nor e'en thy virtues. Tyrant, shall avail 
To save thy secret soul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria's curse, from Cambria's tears ! ' 
— Such were the sounds, that o'er the crested pride 

Of the first Edward scattered wild dismay. 
As down the steep of Snowdon's shaggy side 

He wound with toilsome march his long array. 
Stout Glo'ster stood aghast in speechless trance : 
* To arms 1 ' cried Mortimer, and couch'd his quivering 
lance. 
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On a rock, whose haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 

Robed in the sable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet stood ; 
(Loose his beard and hoary hair 
Stream'd like a meteor to the troubled air) 

And with a Master's hand and Prophet's fire 
Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre. 
* Hark, how each giant-oak and desert cave 

Sighs to the torrent's aweful voice beneath ! 
O'er thee, oh King ! their hundred arms they wave. 

Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe ; 
Vocal no more, since Cambria's fatal day. 
To high-bom Hoel's harp, or soft Llewellyn's lay. 

* Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 

That hush'd the stormy main : 
Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed : 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain 

Modred, whose magic song 
Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topp'd head. 

On dreary Arvon's shore they lie, 
Smear'd with gore, and ghastly pale : 
Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens sail ; 

The famish'd Eagle screams, and passes by. 
Dear lost companions of my tuneful art. 

Dear, as the light that visits these sad eyes, 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart. 

Ye died amidst your dying country's cries — 
No more I weep. They do not sleep. 

On yonder cliffs, a griesly band, 
I see them sit, they linger yet, 

Avengers of their native land : 
With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
And weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy line. 

' Weave the warp, and weave the woof 

The winding-sheet of Edward's race. 
Give ample room, and verge enough 

The characters of hell to trace. 
Mark the year, and mark the night. 
When Severn shall re-echo with affright 
The shrieks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs that ring, 
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Shrieks of an agonising king ! 

She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 
That tear'st the bowels of thy mangled Mate, 

From thee be bom, who o'er thy country hangs 
The scourge of Heaven ! What terrors round him wait \ 
Amazement in his van, with Flight combined, 
And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 

* Mighty victor, mighty Lord ! 

Low on his funeral couch he lies i 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 

A tear to grace his obsequies. 
Is the sable warriour fled ? ' 

Thy son is gone. He rests among the Dead. 
The Swarm that in thy noon-tide beam were born ? 
Gone to salute the rising Mom. 
Fair laughs the Mom, and soft the Zephyr blows, 

While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded Vessel goes ; 

Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helm ; 
Regardless of the sweeping Whirlwind's sway. 

That hush'd in grim repose expects his evening-prey. 

' Fill high the sparkling bowl, 
The rich repast prepare, 

Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast : 
Close by the regal chair 

Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 

A baleful smile upon their baffled Guest. 
Heard ye the din of battle bray. 

Lance to lance, and horse to horse ? 

Long years of havock urge their destined course, 
And thro' the kindred squadrons mow their way. 

Ye towers of Julius, London's lasting shame, 
With many a foul and midnight murther fed, 

Revere his Consort's faith, his Father's fame. 
And spare the meek Usurper's holy head. 
Above, below, the rose of snow, 

Twined with her blushing foe, we spread : 
The bristled Boar in infant-gore 

Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 
Now Brothers, bending o'er the accursed loom, 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom. 
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'Edward, lo ! to sudden fate 

(Weave we the woof. The thread is spun.) 
Half of thy heart we consecrate. 

(The web is wove. The work is done.) 
Stay, O stay ! nor thus forlorn 
Leave me unbless'd, unpitied, here to mourn : 
In yon bright track, that fires the western skies, 
They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 
But oh ! what solemn scenes on Snowdon's height 

Descending slow their glitfring skirts unroll t 
Visions of glory, spare my aching sight. 

Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my soul ! 
No more our long-lost Arthur we bewail : — 
All hail, ye genuine kings ! Britannia's issue, hail ! 

* Girt with many a baron bold 
Sublime their starry fronts they rear ; 

And gorgeous Dames, and Statesmen old 
In bearded majesty, appear. 
In the midst a form divine ! 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton- Line : 
Her ly on-port, her awe-commanding face 
Attemper'd sweet to virgin-grace. 
What strings symphonious tremble in the air. 

What strains of vocal transport round her play. 
Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear ; 

They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and soaring, as she sings, 
Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many-colour'd wings. 

* The verse adorn again 

Fierce War, and faithful Love, 
And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest. 

In buskin'd measures move 
Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain, 
With Horrour, Tyrant of the throbbing breast. 
A voice as of the Cherub-Choir 

Gales from blooming Eden bear ; 

And distant warblings lessen on my ear, 
That lost in long futurity expire. 
Fond impious Man, think'st thou, yon sanguine cloud 

Raised by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of day ? 
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To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 
And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 

Enough for me : with joy I see 

The different doom our fates assign : 

Be thine Despair and sceptred Care, 
To triumph, and to die, are mine.' 

— He spoke, and headlong from the mountain's height 

Deep in the roaring tide he plunged to endless night 

T. Gray. 



Sons 

Where shall the lover rest. 

Whom the fates sever 
From his true maiden's breast, 

Parted for ever ? 
Where, through groves deep and high. 

Sounds the far billow, 
Where early violets die, 

Under the willow. 

CHORUS 

Eleu loro^ &c. Soft shall be his pillow. 

There, through the summer day, 

Cool streams are laving ; 
There, while the tempests sway. 

Scarce are boughs waving ; 
There, thy rest shalt thou take. 

Parted for ever, 
Never again to wake. 

Never, O never ! 

CHORUS 

Eleu lorOy &c. Never, O never ! 

Where shall the traitor rest. 

He, the deceiver. 
Who could win rnaiden's breast, 

Ruin, and leave her ? 
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In the lost battle, 

Borne down by the flying, 
Where mingles war's rattle 

With groans of the dying. 

CHORUS 

Eleu loro^ &c. There shall he be lying. 

Her wing shall the eagle flap 

O'er the false-hearted ; 
His warm blood the wolf shall lap, 

Ere life be parted. 
Shame and dishonour sit 

By his grave ever ; 
Blessing shall hallow it, — 

Never, O never ! 



CHORUS 

Eleu lorOy &c. Never, O never ! 
Kinmont Willie 



Scott. 



O HAVE ye na heard o' the fause Sakelde ? 

O have ye na heard o' the keen Lord Scroope ? 
How they hae ta'en bauld Kinmont Willie, 

On Hairibee to hang him up? 

Had Willie had but twenty men, 

But twenty men as stout as he, 
Fause Sakelde had never the Kinmont ta'en, 

Wi' eight score in his cumpanie. 

They band his legs beneath the steed. 
They tied his hands behind his back ; 

They guarded him, fivesome on each side, 
And they brought him ower the Liddel-rack. 

They led him thro' the Liddel-rack, 

And also thro' the Carlisle sands ; 
They brought him on to Carlisle castell, 

To be at my Lord Scroope's commands. 
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* My hands are tied, but my tongue is free. 

And whae will dare this deed avow ? 
Or answer by the Border law ? 
Or answer to the bauld Buccleuch ? ' 

* Now baud thy tongue, thou rank reiver ! 

There's never a Scot shall set ye free : 
Before ye cross my castle yate, 
I trow ye shall take farewell o' me. 

* Fear na ye that, my lord,' quo' Willie . 

* By the faith o' my body, Lord Scroope,' he said, 
' I never yet lodged in a hostelrie, 

But I paid my lawing before I gaed.' 

Now word is gane to the bauld Keeper, 
In Branksome Ha' where that he lay, 

That Lord Scroope has ta'en the Kinmont Willie, 
Between the hours of night and day. 

He has ta'en the table wi' his hand. 
He garr'd the red wine spring on hie — 

* Now Christ's curse on my head,' he said, 

* But avenged of Lord Scroope I'll be ! 

* O is my basnet a widow's curch ? 

Or my lance a wand of the willow tree ? 
Or my arm a lady's lilye hand, 
That an English lord should lightly me ! 

* And have they ta'en him, Kinmont Willie, 

Against the truce of Border tide ? 
And forgotten that the bauld Buccleuch 
Is Keeper here on the Scottish side ? 

* And have they e'en ta'en him, Kinmont Willie, 

Withouten either dread or fear ? 
And forgotten that the bauld Buccleuch 
Can back a steed, or shake a spear ? 

* O were there war between the lands. 

As well I wot that there is none, 
I would slight Carlisle castell high, 
Tho' it were builded of marble stone. 
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' I would set that castell in a low, 

And sloken it with English blood I 
There's never a man in Cumberland 

Should ken where Carlisle castell stood. 

' But since nae war's between the lands, 
And there is peace, and peace should be ; 

I'll neither harm English lad or lass, 
And yet the Kinmont freed shall be ! ' 

He has call'd him forty marchmen bauld, 

I trow they were of his ain name, 
Except Sir Gilbert Elliot, call'd 

The laird of Stobs, I mean the same. 

He has call'd him forty marchmen bauld, 
Were kinsmen to the bauld Buccleuch ; 

With spur on heel, and splent on spauld, 
And gleuves of green, and feathers blue. 

There were five and five before them a', 
Wi' hunting-horns and bugles bright ; 

And five and five came wi' Buccleuch, 
Like warden's men, arrayed for fight. 

And five and five, like a mason gang. 
That carried the ladders lang and hie ; 

And five and five, like broken men ; 
And so they reach the Woodhouselee. 

And as we cross'd the 'bateable Land, 

When to the English side we held, 
The first o' men that we met wi', 

Whae sould it be but fause Sakelde ? 

' Where be ye gaun, ye hunters keen ? ' 
Quo' fause Sakelde ; *come tell to me ! ' 

* We go to hunt an English stag. 

Has trespass'd on the Scots countrie.' 

* Where be ye gaun, ye marshal men ? ' 

Quo' fause Sakelde ; * come tell me true ! ' 

* We go to catch a rank reiver. 

Has broken faith wi' the bauld Buccleuch,' 
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* Where are ye gaun, ye mason lads. 

Wi' a' your ladders, lang and hie V 

* We gang to herry a corbie's nest, 

That wons not far frae Woodhouselee.' 

* Where be ye gaun, ye broken men ? ' 

Quo' fause Sakelde ; *come tell to me ! ' 
Now Dickie of Dryhope led that band, 
And the never a word o' lear had he. 

* Why trespass ye on the English side ? 

Row-footed outlaws, stand ! ' quo' he ; 
The never a word had Dickie to say, 

Sae he thrust the lance through his fause bodie. 

Then on we held for Carlisle toun. 

And at Staneshaw-bank the Eden we cross'd ; 
The water was great and meikle of spait, 

But the never a horse nor man we lost. 

And when we reach'd the Staneshaw-bank, 
The wind was rising loud and hie ; 

And there the laird garr'd leave our steeds. 
For fear that they should stamp and nie. 

And when we left the Staneshaw-bank, 
The wind began full loud to blaw ; 

But 'twas wind and weet, and fire and sleet, 
When we came beneath the castle wa'. 

We crept on knees, and held our breath, 
Till we placed the ladders against the wa' ; 

And sae ready was Buccleuch himsell 
To mount the first, before us a'. 

He has ta'en the watchman by the throat, 
He flung him down upon the lead — 

* Had there not been peace between our lands 

Upon the other side thou hadst gaed ! 

* Now sound out, trumpets ! ' quo' Buccleuch ; 

* Let's waken Lord Scroope right merrilie 1 ' 
Then loud the warden's trumpet blew — 

* wha dare meddle w€ mef^ 
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Then speedilie to work we gaed, 

And raised the slogan ane and a', 
And cut a hole thro' a sheet of lead, 

And so we wan to the castle ha'. 

They thought King James and a' his men 
Had won the house wi' bow and spear ; 

It was but twenty Scots and ten, 
That put a thousand in sic a stear ! 

Wi' coulters, and wi' fore-hammers, 

We garr'd the bars bang merrilie. 
Until we cam to the inner prison. 

Where Willie o' Kinmont he did lie. 

And when we cam to the lower prison. 
Where Willie o' Kinmont he did lie — 

* O sleep ye, wake ye, Kinmont Willie, 

Upon the mom that thou's to die ? ' 

* O I sleep saft, and I wake aft ; 

It's lang since sleeping was fleyd frae me ; 
Gie my service back to my wife and bairns. 
And a' gude fellows that spier for me.' 

Then Red Rowan has hente him up. 
The starkest man in Teviotdale — 

* Abide, abide now. Red Rowan, 

Till of my Lord Scroope I take farewell. 

* Farewell, farewell, my gude Lord Scroope ! 

My gude Lord Scroope, farewell ! ' he cried — 

* I'll pay you for my lodging maill. 

When first we meet on the Border side.' 

Then shoulder high, with shout and cry. 
We bore him down the ladder lang ; 

At every stride Red Rowan made, 

I wot the Kinmont's aims played clang ! 

* O mony a time,' quo' Kinmont Willie, 

* I have ridden horse baith wild and wood ; 
But a rougher beast than Red Rowan, 
I ween my legs have ne'er bestrode. 



1 72 Ktrt^rn?^^ Tf^tVA'e 

< And mony a time/ quo' JCinmont Willie, 
' I've pricked a liorse out oure the (iirs ; 

But since the day I backed a steed, 
I never wore sic cumbrous spurs ! ' 

We scarce had won the Staneshaw-bank, 
^yhen a' the Carlisle bails were rung, 

And a thousand men, in horse and foot, 
Cam wi the keen Lord Scroope along, 

Buccleuch has turned to Eden water. 
Even where it flow'd frae bank to brim, 

And he has plunged in wi' a' his band. 
And safely swam them thro' the stream. 

He turned him on the other side 

c Ti^'''^ru ^'''■'^ Scroope his ^love flung he— 

i^%lwV\^V^''' ^" "^^"*y England, 
In fair Scotland come visit me /' 

He scarcely dared to trew his eves 
When thro' the water they had gkne. 

* He is either himsell a devil frae hell 

I wadna have ridden that wan water 
For a the gowd in Christentie ' 

Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. 

The Last Man 

All worldly shapes shall melt in e^loom 

The Sun himself must die, ^ ' 
Before this mortal shall assume 

Its Immortality ! 
I saw a vision in my sleep, 
That gave my spirit strength to sweep 

Adown the gulph of Time ! 
I saw the last of human mould, 
That shall Creation's death behold, 

As Adam saw her prime ! 
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The Sun's eye had a sickly glare, 

The Earth with age was wan, 
The skeletons of nations were 

Around that lonely man ! 
Some had expired in fight, — the brands 
Still rested in their bony hands ; 

In plague and famine some 1 
Earth's cities had no sound nor tread ; 
And ships were drifting with the dead 

To shores where all was dumb ! 

Yet, prophet-like, that lone one stood 

With dauntless words and high, 
That shook the sere leaves from the wood 

As if a storm passed by. 
Saying, * We are twins in death, proud Sun ! 
Thy face is cold, thy race is run, 

'Tis Mercy bids thee go ; 
For thou ten thousand thousand years 
Hast seen the tide of human tears. 

That shall no longer flow. 

* What though beneath thee man put forth 

His pomp, his pride, his skill ; 
And arts that made fire, flood, and earth, 

The vassals of his will ; — 
Yet mourn I not thy parted sway. 
Thou dim discrowned king of day : 

For all those trophied arts 
And triumphs that beneath thee sprang, 
Heard not a passion or a pang 

Entail'd on human hearts. 

* Go, let oblivion's curtain fall 

Upon the stage of men. 
Nor with thy rising beams recall 

Life's tragedy again : 
Its piteous pageants bring not back, 
Nor waken flesh, upon the rack 

Of pain anew to writhe ; 
Stretch'd in disease's shapes abhorr'd, 
Or mown in battle by the sword. 

Like grass beneath the scythe. 
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E'en I am weary in yon skies 

To watch thy fading fire ; 
Test of all sumless agonies, 

Behold not me expire. 
My lips that speak thy dirge of death — 
Their rounded gasp and gurgling breath 

To see thou shalt not boast. 
The ecHpse of Nature spreads my pall,— 
The majesty of Darkness shall 

Receive my parting ghost ! 

* This spirit shall return to Him 

That gave its heavenly spark ; 
Yet think not, Sun, it shall be dim 

When thou thyself art dark ! 
No ! it shall live again, and shine 
In bliss unknown to beams of thine. 

By Him recalled to breath, 
Who captive led captivity. 
Who robb'd the grave of Victory, — 

And took the sting from Death ! 

* Go, Sun, while Mercy holds me up 

On Nature's awful waste 
To drink this last and bitter cup 

Of grief that man shall taste — 
Go, tell the night that hides thy face. 
Thou saw' St the last of Adam's race. 

On Earth's sepulchral clod, 
The darkening universe defy 
To quench his Immortality, 

Or shake his trust in God ! ' 

Campbell. 

Ivry 

A SONG OF THE HUGUENOTS 

Now glory to the Lord of Hosts, from whom all glories 

are ! 
And glory to our Sovereign Liege, King Henry of 

Navarre ! 
Now let there be the merry sound of music and of dance, 
Through thy corn-fields green, and sunny vines, oh 

pleasant land of France ! 



And thou, Rochelle, < ' 

waters, 
Again let rapture li^ ' 

daughters. , 

As thou wert constant 
For cold, and stiff, an 

walls annoy. 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! a si 

of war. 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! for i 

Oh ! how our hearts we 

day, 
We saw the army of the 
With all its priest-led cit 
And AppenzePs stout ir ' 

spears. 
There rode the brood of f 

land ; 
And dark Mayenne was ir 

hand : 
And, as we looked on ^ 

empurpled flood, 
And good Cohgni's hoary ^ 
And we cried unto the livii 

war, 
To fight for His own holy ^ 

The King is come to marsl^-i: 
And he has bound a snoAV-'^^ 

crest. : 

He looked upon his people* 
He looked upon the traxt:^^- 

and high. •. ^ ox ' 

Right graciously he smil^*-*- 

wing, '-r^^: ' 

Down all our line, a deafe^i*"^ 

the King!' £^\\ 

* And if my standard-bea-i^^^^ ^i 
For never saw I promise Xvlxi^^ 
Press where ye see Tny 

ranks of war, d^ V 

And be your oriflamnie »-•-' 
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Hurrah ! the foes are moving. Hark to the mingled din, 

Of fife, and steed, and trump, and drum, and roaring 
culverin. 

The fiery Duke is pricking fast across Saint Andre's plain, 

With all the hireling chivalry of Guelders and Almayne. 

Now by the lips of those ye love, fair gentlemen of France, 

Charge for the golden lilies, — upon them with the lance. 

A thousand spurs are striking deep, a thousand spears in 
rest, 

A thousand knights are pressing close behind the snow- 
white crest ; 

And in they burst, and on they rushed, while like a guid- 
ing star. 

Amidst the thickest carnage blazed the helmet of Navarre. 

Now, God be praised, the day is ours. Mayenne hath 

turned his rein. 
D'Aumale hath cried for quarter. The Flemish count is 

slain. 
Their ranks are breaking like thin clouds before a Biscay 

gale ; 
The field is heaped with bleeding steeds, and flags, and 

cloven mail. 
And then we thought on vengeance, and, all along our 

van, 
* Remember St. Bartholomew,' was passed from man to 

man. 
But out spake gentle Henry, * No Frenchman is my foe : 
Down, down wnth every foreigner, but let your brethren 

go.' 
Oh ! was there ever such a knight in friendship or in war, 
As our Sovereign Lord, King Henry, the soldier of 

Navarre ? 

Right well fought all the Frenchmen who fought for France 

to-day ; 
And many a lordly banner God gave them for a prey. 
But we of the religion have borne us best in fight ; 
And the good Lord of Rosny has ta'en the comet white. 
Our own true Maximilian the cornet white hath ta'en, 
The comet white with crosses black, the flag of false 

Lorraine. 
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* To Noroway, to Noroway, 

To Noroway o'er the faem ; 
The king's daughter of Noroway, 
Tis thou maun bring her hame.' 

The first word that Sir Patrick read, 

Sae loud loud laughed he ; 
The neist word that Sir Patrick read, 

The tear blinded his e'e. 

* O wha is this has done this deed, 

And tauld the king; o' me, 
To send us out, at this time of the year, 
To sail upon the sea ?* 

* Be it wind, be it weet, be it hail, be it sleet. 

Our ship must sail the faem ; 

The king's daughter of Noroway, 

'Tis we must fetch her hame.' 

They hoysed their sails on Monenday mom, 

Wi' a' the speed they may ; 
And they hae landed in Noroway 

Upon a Wedensday. 

They hadna been a week, a week 

In Noroway but twae, 
When that the lords o' Noroway 

Began aloud to say : 

* Ye Scottishmen spend a' our king's gowd 

And a' our queen is fee.' 

' Ye lie, ye lie, ye liars loud ! 

Fu' loud I hear ye lie ! 

* For I hae brought as much white monie 

As gane my men and me — 
And I hae brought a half-fou' o' gude red gowd 
Out o'er the sea wi' me. 

* Make ready, make ready, my merry men a' ! 

Our gude ship sails the mom.' 

* Now ever alake, my master dear, 

I fear a deadly storm ! 

* I saw the new moon, late yestreen, 

Wi' the auld moon in her arm ; 



Sir- ^.^^^^f^ 
Hear ^^e'll corxx^ 
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^league bu^ l^si,x-^l:5 

When the Wt gr-^^vv- d- 

iVnd gurly gr^^vsr tl^^ 

The ankers bra.lc, si.i^<= 
It was sic a d^^t-cily 
And the waves c^^i.rx-i-' 
Till a' her sid^s "W^^ 

« O where will 1 ^^'t / 

To take my ti^lrx-i. :i 

Till I get up to t:l:x^ t 

To see if I cscin. sl>:2 

* O here am I, sl sa-il" 
To take the Ixelxxx 

Tillyegetup to the 
But I fear yoxa'U "^ 

He hadna gaxie a- st:c 
A step but barely * 

"When a bout fie^w^ <^^ 
And the salt sea. i^ 

* Gae, fetch a wel:> o' 
Another o' tlie twn^ 

And wap tlien^ into o 
And letna the sea ' 

They fetcli'd a web c 
Another o' the twi 

And they wapped tti< 
But still the sea c: 

O Jaith laith were oi 
To wet their cork- 
rlV^^ ^re a' the j 
T/ieywat their hi 
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The ladyes wrangf their fingers white— 
The maidens tore their hair ; 

A' for the sake of their true loves — 
For them they'll see na main 

O lang lang may the ladyes sit, 
Wi' their fans into their hand, 

Before they see Sir Patrick Spens 
Come sailing to the strand I 

And lang lang may the maidens sit, 
Wi' the goud kaims in their hair, 

A' waiting for their ain dear loves — 
For them they'll see na mair. 

forty miles off Aberdour, 
'Tis fifty fathoms deep, 

And there lies gude Sir Patrick Spens, 
Wi' the Scots lords at his feet 

I- La Belle Dame Sans Mercy 

Ah 1 what can ail thee, wretched wight, 
Alone and palely loitering ? 

The sedge is withered from the lake, 
And no birds sing. 

Ah 1 what can ail thee, wretched wight. 
So haggard and so woe-begone ? 

The squirrel's granary is full. 
And the harvest's done. 

1 see a lily on thy brow. 

With anguish moist and fever-dew ; 
And on thy cheek a fading rose 
Fast withereth too. 

I met a lady in the meads. 
Full beautiful — a fairy's child ; 

Her hair was long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 

I set her on my pacing steed, 
And nothing else saw all day long ; 

For sideways would she lean and sing 
A fairy's song. 
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1 made a garland f-^^r Jl 
^ndbracel^^s tioo, ^ 

SYve looked at xicx^ ^^^ s 
A^nd made sw^^ ^ nn. < 

She found me ro^-^s <=^^ 

And honey \vii^^ ^jvr^ 
And sure in lan^^isi'S'^ 

1 love thee tru.^. 

She took me to Ix^:*^ ^^ 
And there sli^ &^^^^ 

And there I shiat: Ic^^^ 
So kissed to sl^^I>- 

And there we slvi.xx^t>^ 
And there I <ix-^SLXX^< 

The latest dreao^n. I ^^ 
On the cold Kill- s id 

I saw pale kings SLXxd 
Pale warriors d^^-^ 

AVho cried, * La. :Belle 
Hath thee in t:lix"a-ll 

I saw their starved ^y'JP 

"With horrid warn in j 

And I awoke, and foin 

On the cold tiill-sici< 

And this is why I sojo^ 
Alone and palely I^^^ 

Though the sedgr^ is w^^ 
And no birds sin^- 
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A«ciar^;!TWhi5bri 
TOca tlirJ^yapurlingr 

&f^^is'>evervvl7: 
^^^« foyer's eye 



1^2 The Child and the Snake 

Finding the child delight to eat 

Abroad, and make the grass his seat, 

His mother lets him have his way. 

With free leave Henry every day 

Thither repairs, until she heard 

Him talking of a fine grey bird. 

This pretty bird, he said, indeed, 

Came every day with him to feed, 

And it loved him and loved his milk, 

And it was smooth and soft like silk. 

His mother thought she'd go and see 

What sort of bird this same might be. 

So the next morn she follows Harry, 

And carefully she sees him carry 

Through the long grass his heap'd-up mess. 

What was her terror and distress, 

When she saw the infant take 

His bread and milk close to a snake ! 

Upon the grass he spreads his feast 

And sits down by his frightful guest, 

Who had waited for the treat ; 

And now they both began to eat. 

Fond mother ! shriek not, O beware 

The least small noise, O have a care — 

The least small noise that may be made. 

The wily snake will be afraid — 

If he hear the lightest sound. 

He will inflict th' envenom'd wound. 

-^She speaks not, moves not, scarce does breathe, 

As she stands the trees beneath ; 

No sound she utters ; and she soon 

Sees the child lift up his spoon, 

And tap the snake upon the head, 

Fearless of harm ; and then he said, 

As speaking to familiar mate, 

* Keep on your own side, do, Grey Pate : ' 

The snake then to the other side, 

As one rebuked, seems to glide ; 

And now again advancing nigh, 

Again she hears the infant cry. 

Tapping the snake, * Keep further, do ; 

Mind, Grey Pate, what I say to you.' 

The danger's o'er — she sees the boy 



(p what a chaxigj^^ £rorx^ £fes,r- t 
^ise and bid t:ln.e si>.^.lc:^ * C^<30< 
Says he, * Our t>r^^.l«:£asC*s don 
^Vill come a.g-»-i^^ t:o— xr^oi-jro^w d^ 
— Then, lig-^itly ti^jpjpins"* ^■^•^n a 

Here, a sheer tkullc, lies jytyoT- X 

The darling- <:>£' ovir crr^w> 
No more he'll hear the tejmjpesr 

For deatli. ha.s Yztx-ostdi'd liim t 
His form av£ls of tli^ ma.zilicst be 

His heart ^^iva.s kind and soft. 
Faithful belo\?v lie did liis duty; 

But now he's ^otxg aloft. 

Tom never from his word depat 

His virtues ^%?v^re so rare. 
His friends -w^re many and tru^ 

His Poll -wa^s kind and fair : 
And then he'd si ngr so blithe an( 

Ah, many's tlie time and oft f 
But mirth is tum'd ttD melancljQ 

For Tom is ^otig aloft. 

Yet shall poor Tom find ple^sa 

When M:e A?vho all comniatiJ^^ 
Shall ^ve, to call life's crew t^^i 

The word to pipe aJJ hands^ 
Thus Death, who king^s and t * 

In vain Thorn's life has doff^^^^ 
For though his body's under i5 ' 

His soul has grone aloft. ^^^ 



Tho Kitten and FaU| 

That way look, my /^^ ^fc^, 
AA^hat a pretty baby.sk^^>^ ^ 



AAT'hat a pretty baby-sk^^v^ ^ 

See the Kitten on the !^\?^^ 

Sporting with the ie^y^^ >^ 



^^ 



■^ 
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Withered leaves—one— two — and three- 
From the lofty elder-tree ! 
Through the calm and frosty air 
Of this morning bright and fair, 
Eddying round and round they sink 
Softly, slowly : one might think. 
From the motions that are made, 
Every little leaf conveyed 
Sylph or Faery hither tending, — 
To this lower world descending. 
Each invisible and mute. 
In his wavering parachute. 

But the Kitten, how she starts. 

Crouches, stretches, paws, and darts ! 

First at one, and then its fellow 

Just as light and just as yellow ; 

There are many now — now one — 

Now they stop, and there are none : 

What intenseness of desire 

In her upward eye of fire ! 

With a tiger-leap half way 

Now she meets the coming prey. 

Lets it go as fast, and then 

Has it in her power again : 

Now she works with three or four. 

Like an Indian conjuror ; 

Quick as he in feats of art. 

Far beyond in joy of heart. 

Were her antics played in th' eye 

Of a thousand standers-by, 

Clapping hands with shout and stare, 

What would little Tabby care 

For the plaudits of the crowd ? 

Over happy to be proud, 

Over wealthy in the treasure 

Of her own exceeding pleasure. 

'Tis a pretty baby-treat ; 
Nor, I deem, for me unmeet ; 
Here, for neither Babe nor me, 
Other play-mate can I see. 
Of the countless living things. 
That with stir of feet and wings 



The Kitten and - 

(In the sun or unde: 

Upon bough or gra 

And with busy revel 

Oiirp and song, and 

Made this orchard's 

And this vale so blit 

Multitudes are swep* 

Never more to breati 

Some are sleeping ; 

Travelled into distan 

Others slunk to moor 

Far from human neig 

And, among the Kinc 

With us closer fellows 

With us openly abide, 

All have laid their mil 
Where is he, that gi 

Blue-cap, with his colo 

Who was blest as bird 

Feeding in the apple-ti 

Made such wanton spo 

Turning blossoms inside 

Hung— head pointing t^ 

Fluttered, perched., into 

Bound himself, and tliei 

Lithest, gaudiest Ma.r\eq 

Prettiest Tumbler ever s 
Light of heart andL ligYvt 
What is now "beoome oi 
Lambs, that tlixoxagYi t\ve 
Frisking, blea.t:iT\g xt\eTtit> 
When the yea.r wels init^ 
They are sobietredL \sy tlvV^ 
If you look to va.\e orVvVv*^' 
If you listen, sLll is st\\\, ^ 
Save a little T\G\gVi\Do\anT^^^^ 
That from ovtt: tlrve rocW^ ^ 
Strikes a solitSLiry so\itv^' ^J^^^-^ 
Vainly glitter l:i.i\\ and i^^^^^- 
And the air- is oa.lxn itv ^ "•^ ^ 
Vainly M:oin:i.ix:ig siprea^^ ^^^^ ,^: 
Of a sky seir^xxe SLX\d. p^^^^^^ 
Creature no-n^ cislxi. slie 
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Into open sign of joy : 
Is it that they have a fear 
Of the dreary season near ? 
Or that other pleasures be 
Sweeter even than gaiety ? 

Yet, whate'er enjoyments dwell 
In the impenetrable cell 
Of the silent heart which Nature 
Furnishes to every creature ; 
Whatso'er we feel and know 
Too sedate for outward show, 
Such a light of gladness breaks, 
Pretty Kitten ! from thy freaks. 
Spreads with such a living grace 
O'er my little Dora's face ; 
Yes, the sight so stirs and charms 
Thee, Baby, laughing in my arms, 
That almost I could repine 
That your transports are not mine. 
That I do not wholly fare 
Even as ye do, thoughtless pair ! 
And I will have my careless season, 
Spite of melancholy reason, 
Will walk through life in such a way 
That, when time brings on decay. 
Now and then I may possess 
Hours of perfect gladsomeness. 
— Pleased by any random toy ; 
By a kitten's busy joy. 
Or an infant's laughing eye 
Sharing in the ecstasy ; 
I would fare like that or this. 
Find my wisdom in my bliss ; 
Keep the sprightly soul awake ; 
And have faculties to take. 
Even fronj things by sorrow wrought 
Matter for a jocund thought ; 
Spite of care, and spite of grief. 
To gambol with Life's falling Leaf 

Wordsworth. 
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The Pilgrim 

Who would true valour see 

Let him come hither ! 
One here will constant be, 

Come wind, come weather : 
There's no discouragement 
Shall make him once relent 
His first-avowed intent 

To be a Pilgrim. 

Whoso beset him round 

With dismal stories, 
Do but themselves confound ; 

His strength the more is. 
No lion can him fright ; 
He'll with a giant fight ; 
But he will have a right 

To be a Pilgrim. 

Nor enemy, nor fiend, 

Can daunt his spiri^ ; 
He knows he at the end 

Shall Life inherit : — 
Then, fancies, fly away ; 
He'll not fear what men say ; 
He'll labour, night and day, 

To be a Pilgrim. 

J. BUNYAN. 

The Solitude of Alexander Sell<irk 

I AM monarch of all I survey, 
My right there is none to dispute, 

From the centre all round to the sea, 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

Solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face } 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone, 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, — 
I start at the sound of my own. 



i88 Th^ Solitude of Alexander Selkirk 

The beasts that roam over the plain 
M>r form with indifference see; 

They are so unacquainted with man, 
Tlxeir tameness is shocking to me. 

Society, Friendship, and Love, 
Divinely bestow'd upon man. 
Oh, Ixad I the wings of a dove 

Ho-w soon would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows I then might assuage 

In the ways of religion and truth, 
■Might learn from the wisdom of age. 

And be cheered by the sallies of youth 

Ji^e winds that have made me your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 

0£ a land I shall visit no more ! 
My friends, do they now and then send 

A v^rish or a thought after me ? 
Oh, tell me I yet have a friend, 

Tlaough a friend I am never to see. 

How^ fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight. 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

Anc3 the swift- wingM arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land. 

In ^^ moment I seem to be there ; 
■But al^s ! recollection at hand 

SooJ^ hurries me back to despair. 

— But *he seafowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid down in his lair, 
Even laere is a season of rest. 

And. ^ to my cabin repair. 
There's mercy in every place, 

And niercy, encouraging thought ! 
Gives even affliction a grace, 

And reconciles man to his lot. 

W. COWPER. 
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The Baron of SmaylVxo'xTrxe 

Hespun'dliiscouirs^:^ o 

■Without stop or stay, do^*?^^ 

That leads to Brotlri^x-s tc 

He went not with thet i^oX^a 

His banner broad to x"^^ 

He went not 'gainst tl^ e ^E- 

To lift the Scottish sl>^^ 

Yet his plate-jack^ vv-a.s l^x-i 

And his vaunt-bra^o^ ^=>^ 

At his saddle-gerth^ ^vv^sts i 

Full ten pound w^i^lrLt: * 

The Baron return' d irx -tirxr 

And his looks wer^ sa-<3 

And weary was his ooxxx-s< 

As he reach' d his 'r€:>c::\^^ 

He came not from svIcvg^t'G^ 

Ran red with English ^ 

Where the Douglas t:me^^ 

'Gainst keen Lord. Elvei 

Yet was his helmet \^slcU^^<- 

His acton pierced an<i ^ 
His axe and his dag^ger vi^^ 

But it was not Engrlisli ! 
He lighted at the Chapell i 

He held him close and s 
And he whistled thrice fo 

His name was Englisli 
* Come thou liither, my \i^ ' 

Come hitli^T to my kne : 
Though thou art young-, 2 ! 

I think thou art true to ' 
' Come, tail rrxe all W^^ *t 
And look thouLii ^' 
Since /frara S^ ^^^ »ie 
What did t^^fy^Wme ' 

forthchody; ^i^%-^^is, 



19© The Eve of St. John 

* My lady, each night, sought the lonely light. 

That bums on the wild Watchfold ; 
For, from height to height, the beacons bright 
Of the English foemen told. 

* The bittern clamour'd from the moss. 

The wind blew loud and shrill ; 
Yet the craggy pathway she did cross 
To the eiry Beacon Hill. 

* I watched her steps, and silent came 

Where she sat her on a stone ; 
No watchman stood by the dreary flame ; 
It burned all alone. 

* The second night I kept her in sight, 

Till to the fire she came. 
And, by Mary's might ! an Armed Knight 
Stood by the lonely flame. *^ 

' And many a word that warlike lord 

Did speak to my lady there ; 
But the rain fell fast, and loud blew the blast 

And I heard not what they were. 

* The third night there the sky was fair. 

And the mountain-blast was still. 
As again I watch'd the secret pair. 
On the lonesome Beacon Hill. 

' And I heard her name the midnight hour. 

And name this holy eve ; 
And say, " Come this night to thy lady's bower ; 

Ask no bold Baron's leave. 

* " He lifts his spear with the bold Buccleuch ; 

His lady is all alone ; 
The door she'll undo, to her knight so true, 

On the eve of good St. John." 

' " I cannot come ; I must not come ; 

I dare not come to thee ; 
On the eve of St. John I must wander alone ; 

In thy bower I may not be." 
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< Yet hear but my word, my noble lord. ! 

For I heard her name his name ; 
And that lady bright, she called the knigrht 

Sir Richard of Coldinghame.' 

The bold Baron's brow then changed, I trow. 
From high blood-red to pale — 

* The grave is deep and dark — and the corpse is stiff and 

stark— 
So I may not trust thy tale. 

'Where fair Tweed flows round holy Melrose, 

And Eildon slopes to the plain. 
Full three nights ago, by some secret foe. 

That gay gallant was slain. 

* The varying light deceived thy sig-ht. 

And the wild winds drov^m'd the name ; 
For the Dryburgh bells nng, and the white monks do 
sing, 
For Sir Richard of Coldinghame ! 

He pass'd the court-gate, and he oped the tower-^rate 
And he mounted the narrow stair, ^ ' 

To the bartizan seat, where, with maids that on her wait 
He found his lady fair. ^"^ "^^ ^^^ ^^^t» 

That lady sat in mournful mood ; 

Look'd over hill and vale ; 
Over Tweed's fair flood, and Mertoun's wood 

And all down Teviotdale. ^^ 

* Now hail, now hail, thou lady bright t ' 

< Now hail, thou Baron true ! 
What news, what news, from Ancram fig-ht ? 
What news from the bold Buccleuch ?' 

* The Ancram moor is red with gore. 

For many a southern fell ; 
And Buccleuch has charged us, evermore 
To watch our beacons well.' ' 

The lady blush'd red, but nothing she said • 

Nor added the Baron a word : ' 

Then she stepp'd down the stair to her chamH^^ r • 

And so did her moody lord, ^ chamber fair. 
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194 T^ ^"ve of St J John 

He laid his left palm on an oaken beam ; 

His right upon her hand : 
The lady shrunk, and fainting sunk, 

For It scorchM like a fiery brand. 

The sable score, of fing^ers four, 
Remairis on that board impressed ; 

And for evermore that lady wore 
A covering on her wrist. 

There is a nun in Dryburgh bower, 

Ne'er looks upon the sun ; 
There is a monk in Melrose tower, 

He speaketh word to none. 

That nun, who ne'er beholds the day, 
That monk, who speaks to none — 

That nun was Smaylho'me's Lady gay, 
That monk the bold Baron. 

Scott. 

Leader Haugrhs 

Sing Eriington and Cowdenknowes where Homes had 

ance commanding, 
And Drygrange with the milk-white ewes, 'twixt Tweed 

and. Leader standing. 
The bird that flees through Reedpath ti ees, and Gleds wood 

banks ilk morrow, 
May chant and sing sweet Leader Haughs, and bonny 

howms of Yarrow. 
But Minstrel Bum cannot assuage his grief while life 

endureth. 
To see the changes of this age that fleeting time pro- 

cureth. 
For mony a place stands in hard case, where blyth folk 

kenned nae sorrow, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader braes, and Scott that 

dwelt on Yarrow. 

Minstrel Burn. 
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Nw ^'^ft?^vho™^.^;*^ ««^'er pursue 
Whose foot nX STi* '^"o^, 

^'"r ear heard h^'";«d "^^^ni^g de^, 
O'd Tinev , *""*''"«"'« halloo ; 

^°? to domestic '* *^."'^^'- <:are, 

Though d ^'■^• 

„ «j? Pitt^^cfe!?^ "^ .^^n^i he took 

^^ ^'^ « with /^^T "'&ht, 

And.whrnheSr'^"'^' • 
H's diet ur ' '^""''^ hite. 

And mi]k'5,"''>eaten bread, 

A Turkev . P^^^^^d him ^^^^- 
T Wiereo^lTlo^^^ his lav^^v, 
And swing l^^^^^l like a f^^ 






D„^«*ussaw s«^^ round. ^'^ 
^?'"/ out all K^^^l. away, ^ , 
^"d every ni^^ »^le noc**^' 

'^'' force xi^^^St^ts That ^^^^ 



196 Epitaph ori a .Hare 

But now beneath his walnut shade 
He finds his long- last home. 

And waits, in snug- concealment laid, 
Till gentler Puss shall come. 

He, still more aged, feels iJoiG shocks 
From which no care can save. 

And, partner once of Tiney's box. 
Must soon partake his grave. 



Battle of Otterbou rne 

It fell about the Lammas tide, 

When the muir-men win their hay, 

The doughty Earl of Douglas rode 
Into England, to catch a prey. 

He chose the Gordons and the Graemes, 
With them the Lindesays, light and gay ; 

But the Jardines wald not with him ride. 
And they rue it to this day. 

And he has burn'd the dales of Tyne, 

And part of Bambrough shire : 
And three good towers on Roxburgh fells. 

He left them all on fire. 

And he march'd up to Newcastle, 
And rode it round about ; 

* O wha's the lord of this castle. 

Or wha's the lady o't ? ' 

But up spake proud Lord Percy, then. 
And O but he spake hie ! 

* I am the lord of this castle, 

My wife's the lady gay ! ' 

' If thou'rt the lord of this castle, 

Sae weel it pleases me ! 
For, ere I cross the border fells, 

The tane of us sail die.' 



Battle af OttB^bozirnt 

He took a latvg s^e^str \tv Yvis \va 

Shod with. tY\ei rrve^\:3\ free. 
And for to mee^t: tVve: T^oMcVas ^ 

He rode r\gV\t: €\xTrvov3Ls\\e. 

But O how pa.\^ \\\s \^eL-y \ooV! 

Frae aff tVvei oslsW^ ^wa.^ 
When down, \>^€oy^ tiVv^ ScotX^ 

She sa.w x>Yo\xeL ^^xcry ta\ 

* Had we t:^wrsL \>^^xv VL-poxv tXve S. 

And n^v^Tc ^vn. ^v^ ^o ^^^^ \ 
I wad l\3.e Yi^SL^L v^^, fVestx ^. 
But yo\jnr s-wQireL sslW gae^^ 

'But ga.^ y^ '^^IP tLo 0\XeTbo^^'^ 
Ana. Avsi.Vt: t:!:^^^:^ ^aryVs xVvte^ 

And, i£ X dOTTv^: Tkot: ^xe xYvre^, 
A £a.\xs^ l^x^i^lr^t: osl' v^ ^^^* 

But tlix^x-^ \s xxo-ixst^^ SLt OUet 
' Tlx^ cfL^^T 3rVx:i.s. -w\1l<3L otv YvvW '• 

* ^V^e-t I -wiX"L s-tsi->r a.t: C>t:t:er\DO\ 

XVln.^x-^ ^yoxa. ^cLlli aat e:\coTrve 
A^nd, i£" y et <::oix^^ x^ot: ^kX, tV\te 
jf^V fa.xa.set 1.0X-C3L X*\\ <^a? tV\ee. 

* TlxitXxetr -wxXX X <30xxi.e:,' pxoM 

<^ :^>- tXxe xxxxs:Xn.t: of C:>xlx^ 1-« 

* T7ti.etx"et -s?srxXX X X>x<fLe: tftk^e, s< 
* TS/X>r t:x"c:>-wtXx X x>^^S^^ ^^ 



Tlx^^ Xx^Xx^^<^ XxT^Xx oxx Ot 
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And he that had a bonnie boy, 

Sent out his horse to grass ; 
And he that had not a bonnie boy, 

His ain servant he was. 

But up then spake a little page. 
Before the peep of dawn — 

* O waken ye, waJcen ye, my good lord, 

For Percy's hard at hand.' 

*Ye lie, ye lie, ye liar loud ! 

Sae loud I hear ye lie : 
For Percy had not men yestreen. 

To dight my men and me. 

* But I hae dream'd a dreary dream, 

Beyond the Isle of Sky ; 
I saw a dead man win a fight, 
And I think that man was I.' 

He belted on his good braid sword. 

And to the field he ran ; 
But he forgot the hehnet good, 

That should have kept his brain. 

When Percy wi' the Douglas met, 

J wat he was fu' fain ! 
They swakked their swords, till sair they swat, 

And the blood ran down like rain. 

But Percy with his good braid sword, 

That could so sharply wound, 
Has wounded Douglas on the brow. 

Till he fell to the ground. 

Then he call'd on his little foot page. 

And said — * Run speedilie, 
And fetch my ain dear sister's son, 

Sir Hugh Montgomery. 

* My nephew good,' the Douglas ^aid, 

* What recks the death of ane \ 
Last night I dream'd a dreary dream. 
And I ken the day's thy ain. 
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200 Battle of Otterbourne 

As soon as he knew it was Montgomery, 
He stuck his sword's point in the gronde ; 

And the Montgromery was a courteous knight. 
And quickly took him by the honde. 

This deed was done at Otterbourne, 
About the breaking of the day ; 

Earl Douglas was buried at the braken bush, 
And the Percy led captive away. 

Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border. 
Lycidas 

ELEGY ON A FRIEND DROWNED IN THE IRISH CHANNEL 

Yet once nniore, O ye laurels, and once more. 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 
I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude. 
And with forc'd fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear. 
Compels me to disturb your season due : 
For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime. 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer : 
Who would not sing for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhime. 
He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind. 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begin then. Sisters of the sacred well, 
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring, 
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string. 
Hence with denial vain and coy excuse. 
So may some gentle Muse 
With lucky words favour my destin'd urn ; 

And as he passes turn 

And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud. 

For we were nursed upon the self-same hill, 
^e^d the same flock by fountain, shade, and rill. 
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
UtK^gt the opening eyeHds of the mom, 



■ the shade* 

Ot witli the ta^f -that the " i^d) ,^ daV^ ' 

(That last i»fi^/ aod 1»*^ ^e hop« i^e, ^ 

But the {a« gu^*^^ ^ut inj° ^tf ab^'^Vt *^ J'lars '' 
And think to ?5«'^ Fury ^ T ' ^'^^ ^mbli»g-f 
Comes the^^^^^^f^in U^.^ ^i tret"^ ,oil, 
And shts the thin^ touch « ^ mo^ 
Phoebus tephe^ a«j^g,t gro*^ ^ l^^J ' 

. Fame is no ff}\ foil . ^d r%ure eV^^' 

Not in the glis^"^B ,„ bro ^^.ose P ^ 

Set off to th' world^^3 ^f-^A&'^^J'fX A ' 
But lives and spte* ^^ allf ^|cb fly ioe«<*- 
And perfect wtnes\ ly qo ea t tW , 

As he pronounces lay^vn eXP ^^^out"* ^ ^eeds, 
Of so much feme ^^"^ « ho«^ ^oca^ '^^ 

O fountain AretJlS^Jsrc^-^^^^^^ 
Smooth-sliding I^'^^^as of * "^^ 
That strain 1 l^f *,° ceeds, . g se» .^ds, , 

But now my oat P^^^ ^jd of <^y ^ *^*;!^ai»' 

And listens to the ^^ta felo^^^^e s* 

That came in N^P'^^'and asWd ^ ^T^is g^^gs 
He asied the waves, a doO«^gged ■^^^toiT 
What hard mishap baV^^t of *^^ pf o«* 
And question'd every B t^ea''*' 
Thatllows frotaoj^^^ory, ^^v^^et ^^^a/d- 
They knew not of hi| ^^ »f a^t^gA^ 
Andsag-e Hippotades ^vts ^ ^^bn 

That not a l^l»^^fj:tndontV^,ersP^f da* 
The ail- was calm, ana ststej^vja^l^^esf' 

Sleek Pa«°^^,^;tnd petfid'f ?V»t*i ^"^V" 
It was th at fatal ana P g.d d »» ,„*, 

^e.t Cr^^«^ -Si-Sd £?^;&e^' 
iifce to « J^^^ <> rtffeft,' quotl» l^^' 



JLycidas 

The pilot of the Galilean lake ; 
Two massy keys he bore of metals twain 
(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain) '; 
He shook his mitred locks, and stem besp; 
' How well could I have spared for thee y- 
Enow of such, as for their bellies' ^^^ ' ^ 
Creep and intrude, and. climb into the fold 
Of other care they little ^^^^oning make 
Than how to scramble at the shearers' feas 
And shove away the worthy bidden ffuest : 
Blind mouths ! that scarce themselves kno 
A sheep-hook, or have leam'd au^ht else f 
That to the faithful herdman's art belongs 
What recks it thenn ? AVhat need thev? I 
And when they list, their lean and flashy 
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched = 
The hungry sheep look up, and are not U I 
But swolnwith wind and the rank mist tl ' 
Rot in-wardly, and foul contagion spread 
Besides what the grim wolf with privy pf 
Daily devours apace, and nothing said - 
But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, and smite n 

Return, Alph^us, the dread voice is p? 
That shrunk thy streams ; return, Sicili ' 
And call the vales, and bid them hither i 
Their bells, and flowerets of a thousand : 
Ye valleys low, where the mild whisper 
Oi shades, and wanton winds, and gusl 
On whose fresh lap the swart star spar 
Throw hither all your quaint enamelVd 
That on the green turf suck the honied 
And purple all the ground with vernal 
Bring th^ rathe pritxirose that forsakei 
The tnh^d crow-toe and pale jessamu 
The white pink, anH the pansy freak'd 
The glowing violet 

The musk-rose, axxH the well-attit'd w ! 
With cowslips H^ari tlnat hang the pen • 
And every flower A, t sad embroidery ' 
l^xd amaranthus ^ Jj ^jg beauty shed, 



204 Lycidas 

And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 

To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies. 

For so to interpose a little ease, 

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise. 

Ah me ! whilst thee the shores, and sounding seas 

Wash far away, where'er thy bones are hurl'd, 

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide, 

Visifst the bottom of the monstrous world ; 

Or whether thou to our moist vows denied. 

Sleep'st by the fable of Bellerus old. 

Where the great Vision of the guarded mount 

Looks towards Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 

Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth : 

And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 

Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more 
For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead. 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor 
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed. 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head. 
And tricks his beams, and with new spangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky : 
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high. 
Through the dear might of Him that walk'd the waves. 
Where other groves, and other streams along. 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves. 
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song 
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the saints above. 
In solemn troops, and sweet societies. 
That sing, and singing, in their glory move. 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore. 
In thy large recompense, and shalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 

Thus sang the uncouth swain to th' oaks and rills, 
While the still morn went out with sandals gray. 
He touch'd the tender stops of various quills. 
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay ; 



And now the sun haa str-^t:d:^'<i c 

And now was dropt into th^ ^^^ 
At last he rose, and twitola'd r^^ 
To-morrow to fresh woods, ^rxcx 



Elegy Written in a C^o"^-^"^ 

The curfew tolls the knell o*^ 
The lowing herd winds ^^^^y^Sj 
The ploughman homev^rar-cl F' 
And leaves the world to d^^ 

Now fades the glimmering. 
And all the air a solemn sti 
Save where the beetle ^*?^ 
And drowsy tinklings Inll 

Save that from yonder ivy 
The moping owl does to t 
Of such as, wand' ring p^' 
Molest her ancient solita 

Beneath those rugged eJ 
Where heaves the turf i 
Each in his narrow cell 
The rude Forefathers c 

The breezy call of ince 
The swallow twitt'rinf 
The cock's shrill clari 
No more shall rouse 

For them no more t) 
Or busy housewife j 
No children run to 
Or climb his knees 

Oft did the harves* 
Their furrow oft t 
How jocund did f 
How bow'd th^ ^^ 



2o6 Elegy Written in €Z C:<?t^^fry Churchyard 

Let not Ambition mock tlieir useful toil. 
Their homely joys, and. destiny obscure; 
Nor Grandeur hear witli a disdainful- smile. 
The short and simple annals of the Poor. 

The boast of heraldry, tlie pomp of pow^r. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er grave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the g-rave. 

Forgive, ye Proud, th' involuntary fault 

If Memory to these no trophies raise. 

Where thro' the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault 

The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can storied urn or animated bust 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting- breath ? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust. 
Or Flatt'ry soothe the dull cold ear of Death ? 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire. 
Hands that the rod of empire mig-ht have swayM 
Or waked to ecstasy the living- lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll ; 
Chill Penury repressed their noble rage, • 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene. 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear : 
Full many a flower is bom to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

- Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest 
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's blood. 

Th' applause of list'ning senates to command 
The threats of pain and rum to despise, ' 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land. 
And read their history in a nation's eyes 
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2o8 Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 

* There at the foot of yonder nodding^ beech 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so higrh. 
His Hstless length at noon-tide would he stretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

' Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove ; 
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn. 
Or crazed with care, or cross'd in hopeless love. 

' One mom I miss'd him on the customed hill, 
Along the heath, and near his favourite tree ; 
Another came ; nor yet beside the rill. 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 

' The next with dirges due in sad array 
Slow thro' the church-way path we saw him borne. 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay, 
Graved on the stone beneath yon ag^d thorn.' 

The Epitaph 
Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown : 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth. 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 

Large was his boimty, and his soul sincere, 

Heaven did a recompense as largely send : 

He gave to Misery all he had, a tear : 

He gam'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wish'd) a friend 

No farther seek his merits to disclose, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repose,) 

The bosom of his Father and his God 

T. Grai. 

^ On the Morning: of Christ's Nativity 

TH^isj the month, and this the happy mom 
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That He our deadly forfeit should release, 
And with His Father work us a perpetual peace. 

That glorious Form, that Light unsufFerable, 

And that far-beaming blaze of Majesty 

Wherewith He wont at HeaVn's high council-table 

To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 

He laid aside ; and here with us to be, 

Forsook the courts of everlasting day, 

And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay. 

Say, heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 

Afford a present to the Infant God? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain. 

To welcome Him to this His new abode, 

Now while the heaVn by the sun's team untrod, 

Hath took no print of the approaching light. 

And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons bright ? 

See how from far, upon the eastern road 

The star-led wizards haste with odours sweet : 

O run, prevent them with thy humble ode, 

And lay it lowly at His blessed feet ; 

Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet, 

And join thy voice unto the angel quire, 

From out His secret altar touched with hallowed fire 

THE HYMN 

It was the winter wild 

While the heaVn-bom Child 

All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 

Nature in awe to Him 

Had doffd her gaudy trim, 

With her great Master so to sympathise : 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 

Only with speeches fair 
She woos the gentle air 
To hide her guilty front with innocent snow, 
And on her naked shame, 
Pollute with sinful blame, 
The saintly veil of maiden white to throw, 
Confounded that her Maker's eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 
^ P 
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But He, her fears to cease. 

Sent down the meek-ey'd Peace ; 

She crown'd with olive green, came softly sliding 

Down through the turning sphere, 

His ready harbinger. 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing ; 

And waving wide her myrtle wand. 

She strikes a universal peace through sea and land. 

No war, or battle's sound 

Was heard the world around : 

The idle spear and shield were high up hung, 

The hooked chariot stood 

Unstain'd with hostile blood. 

The trumpet spake not to the arm^d throng. 

And kings sat still with awful eye. 

As if they surely knew their sovereign Lord was by. 

But peaceful was the night. 

Wherein the Prince of Light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began ; 

The winds, with wonder whist, 

Smoothly the waters kist. 

Whispering new joys to the mild ocekn. 

Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave. 

The stars with deep amaze, 

Stand fix'd in steadfast gaze, 

Bending one way their precious influence. 

And will not take their flight, 

For all the morning light. 

Or Lucifer that often warned them thence ; 

But in their glimmering orbs did glow. 

Until their Lord Himself bespake, and bid them go. 

And though the shady gloom 

Had given day her room. 

The sun himself withheld his wonted speed. 

And hid his head for shame, 

As his inferior flame 

The new-enlighten'd world no more should need ; 

He was a greater Sun appear 

Than his bright throne, or burning axletree, could bear. 
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Ring out, ye crystal spheres, 

Once bless our human ears, 

If ye have power to touch our senses so ; 

And let your silver chime 

Move in melodious time, 

And let the bass of HeaVn's deep organ blow ; 

And with your ninefold harmony 

Make up full consort to th' angelic symphony. 

For if such holy song 

In wrap our fancy long, 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold, 

And speckled Vanity 

Will sicken soon and die. 

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould 

And Hell itself will pass away, 

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 

Will down return to men, 

Orb'd in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 

Mercy will set between. 

Throned in celestial sheen. 

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering : 

And Heav'n, as at some festival, 

Will open wide the gates of her high palace halL 

But wisest Fate says, No, 
This must not yet be so, 
The Babe yet lies in smiling infancy, 
That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss ; 
So both himself and us to glorify ; 
Yet first to those y chain' d in sleep 
The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the 
deep, 

With such a horrid clang 

As on mount Sinai rang, 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds outbrake : 

The aged Earth aghast. 

With terror of that blast, 

Shall from the surface to the centre shake ; 



On the Morning of ^» 

When at the world's last sesc.\>. 

The dreadful Judge in mi^l^^^^^^ ^^^^^ 

In straiter li^it" bou1f^«"^^^^ 

Not half so far cast^ w' 

And wroth to see li^ ^W.^^^'^^'^ ^^^^ 

Swinges the scaly Uor^^^^^^^ ^^-'^^^ 

The oracles are durrxt* 

No voice or hideovis ^\,^_ 

Runs thro' the arcjf^.^^^^ 

Apollo from his slStS^''*^^^ ^^ xvoreis 

Can no more divixiV 

With hollow shri^V>, 

No nightly trance^r^^^^^^^ «^ ^e\ 

inspires the P-l--?'V^^^--i^^^^-P-V^, 

Edg^d with ;oifi^^"^i.i^--<a. a.^1^ 

The Nymplxs ixT^^^f^^^^ ^l^itt^ 
mourn. ^^S^txtL sl:xa.cfL 

In consecrated ^a.x-tl^ 

And on the holy ti.esLrt.1^, 

The Lars, and X^etirx^u^res xx^oax^ a. 

In urns, and alta.rs rox:i:Sd^ 

A drear and dy-ix:!.^ so^ji3n.<3* 

WliiJeeach i>etc=:xxlx^xr X=* <z>-s?v-^r :Cc>ir 

Peorand IBstalixxx 

Forsake tlx^iir -e^xx:x;f>X^^ <3.ixxx. 
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With that twice-batter'd g-od of Palestine ; 

And mooned Ashtaroth, 

Heaven's queen and mother both. 

Now sits not girt with tapers' holy shine ; 

The Lybic Hammon shrinks his horn. 

In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammuz mourn. 

And sullen Moloch fled, 

Hath left in shadows dread 

His burning idol all of blackest hue ; 

In vain with cynibals' ring 

They call the grisly king, 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue ; 

The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

Isis and Orus, and the dog- Anubis haste. 

Nor is Osiris seen 

In Memphian grove or green. 

Trampling the unshowVd grass with lowings loud ; 

Nor can he be at rest 

Within his sacred chest. 

Nought but profoundest hell can be his shroud ; 

In vain with timbrell'd anthems dark 

The sable-stolid sorcerers bear his worship'd ark. 

He feels from Juda's land 

The dreaded infant's hand, 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn ; 

Not all the gods beside, 

Longer dare abide, 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine ; 

Our Babe, to show his Godhead true, 

Can in his swaddling bands control the damned crew. 

So, when the sun in bed. 

Curtained with cloudy red. 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 

The flocking shadows pale 

Troop to th infernal jail. 

Each fetter'd ghost slips to his several grrave ; 

And the yellow- skirted Fayes 

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon-loved maze. 

But see the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest ; 
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Sir Leoline, the Baron rich. 

Hath a toothless mastiff bitch 

From her kennel beneath the rock 

Maketh answer to the clock, 

Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour ; 

Ever and aye, by shine and shower, 

Sixteen short howls, not over loud : 

Some say, she sees my lady's shroud. 

Is the night chilly and dark ? 
The night is chilly, but not dark. 
The thin gray cloud is spread on high, 
It covers but not hides the sky. 
The moon is behind, and at the full ; 
And yet she looks both small and dull. 
The night is chill, the cloud is gray : 
'Tis a month before the month of May, 
And the Spring comes slowly up this way. 

The lovely lady, Christabel, 

Whom her father loves so well, 

What makes her in the wood so late, 

A furlong from the castle gate ? 

She had dreams all yesternight 

Of her own betrothed knight ; 

And she in the midnight wood will pray 

For the weal of her lover that's far away. 

She stole along, she nothing spoke, 
The sighs she heaved were soft and low. 
And naught was green upon the oak, 
But moss and rarest mistletoe ; 
She kneels beneath the huge oak tree. 
And in silence prayeth she. 

The lady sprang up suddenly, 

The lovely lady, Christabel ! 

It moaned as near, as near can be, 

But wliat It IS, she cannot tell.— 

On the other side it seems to be, 

Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree. 

The nig^^ y^?^^^ ' ^he forest bare ; 
Is it the wind that moaneth bleak? 



To move ^^^V^^^,tai?s clxe< 

There \s riot ^"^^^f^ff^o 
The one red leaf, the last 
That dances as often as 
Hanging so Wght, and liam 
On the topmost twig ttiat 
Hush, Seating heart of C^i 
Tesu, Maria, shield her wc^ 
ileVoldedherarnisbene^ 

And stole to the oth^^^^ia 
What sees she there . 

There she sees a damsel bi 
Drest in a. silken robe ot^ 
That shadowy m the moon 

The neck that made that 
Her stately neck, and ami- 
Her blue-veined feet unsar 
And wildly glittered here <^ 
The gems entangled m ne 
I guess, 'twas frightful thei 
A lady so richly clad as si 
Beautiful exceedingly . 
Mary Mother, save me nov 
(Said Christabel), And wUc 
The lady strange made ans 
And her voice was faint an 
Have pity on my sore distr^ 
I scarce can speak for wear 
Stretch forth thy hand, and 
Said Christabel, How came 
And the lady, whose voice 
Did thus pursue her answei 

My sire is of a noble line 
And my name is Geraldine 
Five warriors seized me yec 

^d^ie^d^^^^ 

^ »ie on a palfrey ^^ 
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The palfrey was as fleet as wind, 

And they rode furiously behind. 

They spurred amain, their steeds were white ; 

And once we crossed the shade of nigrht. 

As sure as Heaven shall rescue ma, 

I have no thought what men they be ; 

Nor do I know how long^ it is 

(For I have lain entranced I wis) 

Since one, the tallest of the five, 

Took me from the palfrey's back, 

A weary woman, scarce alive. 

Some muttered words his comrades spoke : 

He placed me underneath this oak. 

He swore they would return with haste, 

Whither they went I cannot tell— 

I thought I heard, some minutes past. 

Sounds as of a castle bell. 

Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she), 

And help a wretched maid to flee. 

Then Christabel stretched forth her hand 

And comforted fair Geraldine : 

O well bright dame may you command 

The service of Sir Leoline ; 

And gladly our stout chivalry 

Will he send forth and friends withal 

To guide and guard you safe and free 

Home to your noble father's hall. 

She rose : and forth with steps they passed 

That strove to be, and were not, fast. 

Her gracious stars the lady blest. 

And thus spake on sweet Christabel : 

All our household are at rest, 

The hall as silent as the cell, 

Sir Leoline is weak in health 

And may not well awakened be, 

^^t vi^e will move as if in stealth ; 

And I beseech your courtesy 

Tli'i^ night, to share your couch with me. 

They crossed the moat, and Christabel 
Too\^ t^^ ^^y that fitted well ; 
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Sweet Christabel her feet doth bare, 
And jealous of the listening air 
They steal their way from stair to stair, 
Now in glimmer, and now in gloom, 
And now they pass the Baron's room, 
As still as death with stifled breath ! 
And now have reached her chamber door ; 
And now doth Geraldine press down 
The rushes of the chamber floor. 

The moon shines dim in the open air, 
And not a moonbeam enters here. 
But they without its light can see 
The chamber carved so curiously. 
Carved with figures strange and sweet, 
All made out of the carver's brain. 
For a lady's chamber meet : 
The lamp with twofold silver chain 
Is fastened to an angel's feet. 

The silver lamp bums dead and dim ; 
But Christabel the lamp will trim. 
She trimm'd the lamp, and made it bright, 
And left it swinging to and fro, 
■ While Geraldine, in wretched plight. 
Sank down upon the floor below. 

* O weary lady, Geraldine, 

I pray you, drink this cordial wine ! 
It is a wine of virtuous powers ; 
My mother made it of wild flowers.' 

' And will your mother pity me, 
Who am a maiden most forlorn ? ' 
Christabel answered—* Woe is me ! 
She died the hour that I was born. 
I have heard the grey-hair'd friar tell. 
How on her death-bed she did say, 
That she should hear the castle-bell 
Strike twelve upon my wedding-day. 
O moflier dear ! that thou wert here !* 

* I would; said Geraldine, * she were ! ' 



Christabel 

But soon witli altered voice, said she-;- ^ 

* Off, wandering: rriother ! Peak and pn^^ • 
I have power to l^id thee flee/ 

Alas ! what ails poor Geraldine ? 
Why -stares sl\e with Unsettled eye ? 
Can she tlie tiodiless dead espy ? 
And wliy witli ^^^o^ voice cries she, 

* Off, won:ian, off ! this hour is mine — - 
Though thou her guardian spirit be. 
Off, woman, off \ tis given to me.' 

Then Christabel knelt by the lady's side. 
And raised to heaven her eyes so blue — 
* Alas r said she, *this ghastly ride — 
Dear lady ! it hath 'wilder'd you ! ' 
The lady wiped her moist cold brow, 
And faintly said, *'Tis over now ! ' 

Again the wild-flower wine she drank : 
Her fair large eyes 'gan glitter bright. 
And from the floor whereon she sank, 
The lofty lady stood upright : 

She was most beautiful to see. 

Like a lady of a far countr^e. 

And thus the lofty lady spake — 

' All they who live in the upper sky, 

Do love you, holy Christabel ! 

And you love them, and for their sake 

And for the good which me befell. 

Even I in my degree will try, 

Fair maiden, to requite you well. 

But now uxnrobe yourself ; for 1 

Must pray ere yet in bed 1 lie.' 

Quodi Christabel, ' So let it be I' 
And as th^ lady bade, d\d she. 
Her gentle limbs did she undress. 
And lay ^own in ber loveliness. 

But throi,^!. Her brain of weal ^^^J^"^^ 
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And on her elbow did recline 
To look at the lady Geraldine. 

Beneath the lamp the lady boVd, 
And slowly roU'd her eyes around ; 
Then drawing in her breath aloud 
Like one that shudder'd, she unbound 
The cincture from beneath her breast : 
Her silken robe, and inner vest, 
Dropt to her feet, and full in view, 
Behold ! her bosom and half her side — 
A sight to dream of, not to tell ! 
O shield her ! shield sweet Chrlstabel ! 

Yet Geraldine nor speaks nor stirs ; 
Ah ! what a stricken look was hers ! 
Deep from within she seems half-way 
To lift some weight with sick assay, 
And eyes the maid and seeks delay ; 
Then suddenly, as one defied, 
Collects herself in scorn and pride, 
And lay down by the maiden's side ! — 
And in her arms the maid she took, 

Ah well-a-day ! 
And with low voice and doleful look 
These words did say : 

' In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell, 
Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel ! 
Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrow. 
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow ; 
But vainly thou warrest, 

For this is alone in 
Thy power to declare. 

That in the dim forest 
Thou heard'st a low moaning, 
And found'st a bright lady, surpassingly fair ; 
And didst bring her home with thee in love and 

in charity. 
To shield her and shelter her from the damp air.' 

Coleridge. 
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Yarrow Unvisited 

1803 

From Stirling Castle we had seen 
The mazy Forth unravelled ; 
Had trod the banks of Clyde, and Tay, 
And with the Tweed had travelled ; 
And when we came to Clovenford, 
Then said my * winsome Marrow,' 
' Whate'er betide, we'll turn aside. 
And see the Braes of Yarrow.' 

* Let Yarrow folk, frae Selkirk town, 
Who have been buying, selling. 

Go back to Yarrow, 'tis their own ; 
Each maiden to her dwelling ! 
On Yarrow's banks let herons feed, 
Hares couch, and rabbits burrow ! 
But we will downward with th^ Tweed, 
Nor turn aside to Yarrow. 

' There's Gala Water, Leader Haughs, 
Both lying right before us ; 
And Dryburgh, where with chiming Tweed 
The lintwhites sing in chorus ; 
There's pleasant Teviot-dale, a land 
Made blythe with plough and harrow : 
Why throw away a needful day 
To go in search of Yarrow ? 

* What's Yarrow but a river bare, 
That glides the dark hills under ? 
There are a thousand such elsewhere 
As worthy of your wonder.' 

— Strange words they seemed of slight and scorn ; 
My true-love sigh'd for sorrow, 
And looked me in the face, to think 
I thus could speak of Yarrow ! 

* Oh ! green,' said I, * are Yarrow's holms. 
And sweet is Yarrow flowing ! 

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
But we will leave it growing. 
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O'er hilly path, and open strath, 
We'll wander Scotland thorough ; 

But, though so near, we will not turn 

Into the dale of Yarrow. 

' Let beeves and home-bred kine partake 
The sweets of Burn-Mill meadow ; 
The swan on still Saint Mary's Lake 
Float double, swan and shadow ! 
We will not see them ; will not go. 
To-day, nor yet to-morrow ; 
Enough if in our hearts we know 
There's such a place as Yarrow. 

< Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknown ! 
It must, or we shall rue it : 
We have a vision of our own ; 
Ah ! why should we undo it ?' 
The treasured dreams of times long past, 
We'll keep them, winsome Marrow ! 
For when we're there, although 'tis fair, 
'Twill be another Yarrow ! 

» If care with freezing years should come, 

And wandenng seem but folly — 

Should we be loth to stir from'home, 

And yet be melancholy • 

Should life be dull, and spirits low, 

'Twill soothe us in our sorrow 

That earth has something yet' to show, 

The bonny Holms of Yarrow ! ' 

Wordsworth. 

Yarrow Visited 

September 1814 

AND is this-Yarrow P—This the Stream 

Of which my fancy cherished, 

So faithfully, a waking dream. 

An image that hath perished ? 

O that some minstrel's harp were near. 

To utter notes of gladness. 

And chase this silence from the air, 

That fills my heart with sadness ! 
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Yet why ? — a silvery current flows 

With uncontroll'd meanderings ; 

Nor have these eyes by greener hills 

Been soothed, in all my wanderings. 

And, through her depths, Saint Mary's Lake 

Is visibly delighted ; 

For not a feature of those hills 

Is in the mirror slighted. 

A blue sky bends o'er Yarrow Vale, 

Save where that pearly whiteness 

Is round the rising sun diffused, 

A tender hazy brightness ; 

Mild dawn of promise ! that excludes 

All profitless dejection ; 

Though not unwilling here to admit 

A pensive recollection. 

Where was it that the famous Flower 

Of Yarrow Vale lay bleeding ? 

His bed perchance was yon smooth mound 

On which the herd is feeding : 

And haply from this crystal pool, 

Now peaceful as the morning, 

The Water- wraith ascended thrice — 

And gave his doleful warning. 

Delicious is the Lay that sings 
The haunts of happy lovers, 
The path that leads them to the grove. 
The leafy grove that covers : 
And pity sanctifies the verse 
That paints, by strength of sorrow. 
The unconquerable strength of love ; 
Bear witness, rueful Yarrow ! 

But thou that didst appear so fair 

To fond imagination. 

Dost rival in the light of day 

Her delicate creation : 

Meek loveliness is round thee spread. 

A softness still and holy ; 

The grace of forest charms decayed. 

And pastoral melancholy. 
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That region left, the vale unfolds 

Rich groves of lofty stature. 

With Yarrow winding tlirougli trie pomp 

Of cultivated Nature ; 

And rising from those lofty groves. 

Behold a ruin hoary ! 

The shattered front of Newark's Towers, 

Renowned in Border story. 

Fair scenes for childhood's opening bloom, 

For sportive youth to stray in. 

For manhood to enjoy his streng-th ; 

And age to wear away in ! 

Yon cottage seems a hower of bliss, 

A covert for protection 

Of studious ease and generous cares. 

And every chaste affection ! 

How sweet on this autumnal day 

The wild- wood fruits to gather. 

And on my true-love's forehead plant 

A crest of blooming heather ! 

And what if I enwreathed my own ? 

'Twere no offence to reason ; 

The sober hills thus deck their brows 

To meet the wintry season. 

I see— but not by sight alone. 

Loved Yarrow, have I won thee ; 

A ray of Fancy still survives — 

Her sunshine plays upon thee ! 

Thy ever-youthful waters keep 

A course of lively pleasure ; 

And gladsome notes my lips can breathe, 

Accordant to the measure. 

The vapours linger round the heights. 
They melt, and soon must vanish ; 
One hour is theirs, nor more is mine- 
Sad thought, which I would banish. 
But that 1 know, where'er I g-o 
Thy genuine image. Yarrow t ' 
Will dwell with rne— to heighten joy 
And cheer my mind in sorrow. 

Wordsworth. 



Sir Hugrf,,. Of, t:Ho ^eWs Z>^£//! 

ttT^'^ ' at>ove all cJa^s o£ the year, 
ine schoolboys siil got Igslvg to play. 
And \itt\G Sir Hught was there. 

He kicked the ball w^itli his foot. 
And kepjped it w^itli his knee. 

And even in at the Jew^s window. 
He grart tbe bonnie ba' i^ee. 

Out then came the Jew's daug^hter-^ 
* Will ye come in and dine?' 

* I winna come in and I canna come 

Till I get that baJJ of mine. 

' Throw down that ball to me, rnaide 
Throw dovv^n the hall to me/ 

* I winna throw down your ball, Sir ] 

Till ye come up to me.' 

She pu'd the apple frae the tree, 

It was baith red and green. 
She gave it unto little Sir Hugh, 

With that his heart did win. 
She wiled him into ae chamber, 

She wiled him into twa, 
She wiled him into the thu-d chambc 

And that was warst ot a. 
She took out a little penknife, 

Hung low down by her gair 
She twined this young thing o' his h 

And Twordt^e ne'er spakmair. 

A „ J c « r»ut the thick, thick I 

And first catne out t ^^ 

An^ 1'^"^ ^fout the bonnie hear, 
te^trnae -air within. 

S.!« .'^•^^^^ t there, my bonnie Sir 1 
'^%V;i^e^:p^es red and green.' 



^^^ 



Sir Hugh; or^. the Je^'s JDaughtef 

SVve put Vi'im in a case of lead, ^ 

Savs, ' 1-ie ye tliere and. sleep ; 
She tlirew\iim into tVie deep draw-well 

Was fifty fathom deep. 

A schoolboy walking in the garden. 

Did grievously hear him moan. 
Vie ran away to the deep drawr-w^ell 
A.nd on his knee fell down. 

Says 'Bonnie Sir Hugh, and pretty Sir Hugh, 

1 pray you speak to me ; 
If you speak to any body in this world, 
1 pray you speak to me.' 

When bells were rung and mass was sung, 

And every body went hame, 
Then every lady had her son, 

But Lady Helen had nane. 

She rolled her mantle her about. 

And sore, sore did she weep ; 
She ran away to the Jew's castle 

When all were fast asleep. 

She cries, * Bonnie Sir Hugh, O pretty Sir Hueh, 

I pray you speak to me ; 
If yoU speak to any body in this world, 

I pray you speak to me.' 

' Lady Helen, if ye want your son, 

I'll tell ye where to seek ; 
Ladv Helen, if ye want your son, 

ll^^s i^ *^ ^^^^ sae deep.' 

She r^^?'^f,,^'i ^^^ ^eep draw-welJ, 
Ana slie fell down on her knee : 

• Oh ! tl»«,1^^4 "t is wondrous heavy mo'»,» 

The ^^" '* ,'^ wondrous deep, ^' ""^'^e^ 
The ifttl^ Pf" "J*^ '*'^k^ i" my throat 



„,^^ Bible at rX^yT^'^^l: ^sid^> 

Forifsatthe b* ^^U J^ j,^„„_p6, 
That you an^ ^^r.r'^;. /^W sore 
O the broom, t^ in^^ Uttle, 

The ^^r meroy ^^/fs more. 
A woman s n; ^^ercy 
But a man ^"^ 

^^o-NVake D/rg 

/ A *-^ ^^^is ae nighte, 

^«^i Cn^^ ^^^ hence away art 
V<f\i&ci\^oy^ r^fe and alie. 

Every ^^Luxx thou comest at 
To WVvitvny.* ^^ re^^iiV^ Mj^ •^^^^^• 
ylw^ C/i^ ^^vest hosen and sh. 
If ever thovv^^^ ^^^ ^//^, 

^-z/^ry w^^^;: and put them on, 
Sit thee <3lov/^^ receive thye saule. 
And Chrts ^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^ g. 

If hosen ^"^r" ^40 and alle, 

B-very^ ^'^f U^ piicke thee to ;^ 

^T^cf-BrCgg o^I3te2.^^^^>^f ^at^^ 

ITrotrx 3rigg o^ I^x^^^nn^^^ 
jE^ery night t and alU^ 
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To Purgatory fire thou comest at last, 
And Christe receive thye saule. 

If ever thou gavest meate or drinke, 

Every nighte and alle. 
The fire sail never make thee shrinke, 

And Christe receive thye saule. 
If meate or drinke thou never gavest nane, 

Every nighte and alle. 
The fire will bum thee to the bare bane ; 

And Christe receive thye saule. 

This ae nighte, this ae nighte, 

Every nighte and alle^ 
Fire, and sleet, and candle lighte, 

And Christe receive thye saule. 

The Red Fisherman; or, the Devil's 
Decoy 

O flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified ! '—Ronteo and Juliet. 

The Abbot arose, and closed his book, 

And donned his sandal shoon. 
And wandered forth, alone, to look 

Upon the summer moon : 
A starlight sky was o'er his head, 

A quiet breeze around ; 
And the flowers a thrilling fragrance shed, 

And the waves a soothing sound : 
It was not an hour, nor a scene, for aught 

But love and calm delight ; 
Yet the holy man had a cloud of thought 

On his wrinkled brow that night. 
He gazed on the river that gurgled by. 

But he thought not of the reeds ; 
He clasped his gilded rosary, 

But he did not tell the beads ; 
If he looked to the heaven, Hwas not to invoke 

The Spirit that dwelleth there ; 
If he opened his lips, the words they spoke 

Had never the tone of prayer. 
A pious priest might the Abbot seem, 
He had swayed the crozier well ; 
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When suddenly rose a dismal tone — 
Was it a song, or was it a moan ? 
*0 ho ! O ho! 
Above,— below,— 
Lightly and brightly they glide and go ! 
The hungry and keen on the top are leaping, 
The lazy and fat in the depths are sleeping ; 
Fishing is fine when the pool is muddy, ^ 
Broiling is rich when the coals are ruddy ! 
In a monstrous fright, by the murky light, 
He looked to the left and he looked to the rignt. 
And what was the vision close before him, 
That flung such a sudden stupor o'er him ? 
'Twas a sight to make the hair uprise. 

And the life-blood colder run : 
The startled Priest struck both his thighs, 

And the abbey clock struck one ! 

All alone by the side of the pool, 

A tall man sat on a three-legged stool, 

Kicking his heels on the dewy sod, 

And putting in order his reel and rod ; 

Red were the rags his shoulders wore, 

And a high red cap on his head he bore ; 

His arms and his legs were long and bare ; 

And two or three locks of long red hair 

Were tossing about his scraggy neck, 

Like a tattered flag o'er a splitting wreck. 

It might be time, or it might be trouble. 

Had bent that stout back nearly double. 

Sunk in their deep and hollow sockets 

That blazing couple of Congreve rockets. 

And shrunk and shrivelled that tawny skin 

Till it hardly covered the bones withm. 

The line the Abbot saw him throw 

Had been fashioned and formed long ages ago. 

And fh^ hands that worked his foreign vest 

l^ong ages ago had gone to their rest : 

Vou would have sworn, as you looked on them, 

He had fished in the flood with Ham and Shem : 

There "V^ras turning of keys, and creaking of locks. 
As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 



«*%e¥Vi&-^ " earth 

0« =^ rCsvs^*^,^ blood rar^ ^ir ; 

?^' tl savv a !g/„\S his cloght lie 

Svd a ViMWP ^^iiurchmarv '^Mer. . 
SlAeloya^j,'',rer NosteV^t^ve i 
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Flow of wine and flight of cork, 
Stroke of knife and thrust of tork : 
But, where'er the board was spread, 
Grace, I ween, was never said ! — 
Pulling and tugging the Fisherman sat ; 

And the Priest was ready to vomit, 
When he hauled out a gentleman, fine and fat. 
With a belly as big as a brimming vat, 

And a nose as red as a comet. 

* A capital stew,' the Fisherman said, 

' With cinnamon and sherry ! ' 
And the Abbot turned away his head, 
For his brother was lying before him dead — 

The Mayor of St. Edmund's Bury ! 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of locks- 

As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 

It was a bundle of beautiful things, — 

A peacock's tail, and a butterfly's wings, 

A scarlet slipper, an auburn curl, 

A mantle of silk, and a bracelet of pearl, 

And a packet of letters, from whose sweet fold 

Such a stream of delicate odours rolled. 

That the Abbot fell on his face, and fainted. 

And deemed his spirit was half-way sainted. 

Sounds seemed dropping from the skies, 
Stifled whispers, smothered sighs. 
And the breath of vernal gales, 
And the voice of nightingales : 
But the nightingales were mute, 
Envious, when an unseen lute 
Shaped the music of its chords 
Into passion's thrilling words : 

* Smile, Lady, smile ! I will not set 
Upon my brow the coronet, 

Till thou wilt gather roses white 
To wear around its gems of light. 
Smile, Lady, smile !— I will not see 
Rivers and Hastings bend the knee 
TiJJ those bewitching lips of thine 
Will bid nie rise in bliss from mine. 
Smile, I-ady, smile !— for who would win 
A loveless throne through guilt and sin ? 



^^^ Red Jnsherman 

Or who would ir^lg-n o'er vale and Jiiii, 
If woman's hescrt: were rebel stiiJ?' 

One jerk, and tH^re a lady ^^V^ 

A lady wondrous fair ; 
But the rose of i^gr lip had faded away, 
And her cheek was as white and as coJd as cJav 

And torn Avas her raven hair. ^^ 

'Ah, ha r said the Fisher, in merry guise, 

« Her gallant was hooked before ; ' 
And the Abbot heaved some piteous sighs. 
For oft he had blessed those deep-blue eyes, 

The eyes of Mistress Shore \ 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of locks 

As he took forth a bait from his iron box. » 

Many the cunning sportsman tried, 

Many he flung with a frown aside ; 

A minstrel's harp, and a miser's chest, 

A hermit's cowl, and a baron's crest, 

Jewels of lustre, robes of price, 

Tomes of heresy, loaded dice, 

And golden cups of the brightest wine 

That ever was pressed from the Burgundy vine. 

There was a perfume of sulphur and nitre, 

As he came at last to a bishop's mitre 1 

From top to toe the Abbot shook, 

As the Fisherman armed his golden book, 

And awfully were his features wrougbt 

Bv some dark dream or wakened tbovigbt. 

T ook how the fearful felon gazes 

Or* the scaffold his country's vengearice ^^^^^^^ 

wiien the lips are cracked and the 3a.v.s axe^^^^ 

With the thirst which only in deatli sYy^W dxe . 

VTark the mariner's frenzied frown 

Xs the swirling wherry settles ^^^^^^^s. nv\\\, -vv . 

When peril has nunabed tbe ^f !t ^^«>^%^^^ "'^^^ * 

A-ur»iiffh the hand and tlie foot tna-V 

^?der far was the Ab\>of s glanc^, , 

Ser far was the Abbot's tranc^ - 

^wed as a monument, stiU as a^"*^'^^ ^t^o v^^'^^ 

He bent no knee, and lie breatbe<^ 
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But he signed— he knew not why or how, — 
The sign of the Cross on his clammy brow. 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of locks, 
As he stalked away with his iron box. 

' O ho ! O ho ! 

The cock doth crow ; 
It is time for the Fisher to rise and go. 
Fair luck to the Abbot, fair luck to the shrine I 
He hath gnawed in twain my choicest line ; 
Let him swim to the north, let him swim to the south, 
The Abbot will carry my hook in his mouth ! ' 

The Abbot had preached for many years 

With as clear articulation 
As ever was heard in the House of Peers 

Against Emancipation ; 
His words had made battalions quake, 

Had roused the zeal of martyrs, 
Had kept the Court an hour awake, 

And the King himself three-quarters : 
But ever since that hour, 'tis said, 

He stammered and he stuttered, 
As if an axe went through his head 

With every word he uttered. 
He stuttered o'er blessing, he stuttered o'er ban. 

He stuttered drunk or dry ; 
And none but he and the Fisherman 

Could tell the reason why ! 

PRAED. 



Boadicea 

AN ODE 

When the British warrior-queen, 
Bleeding from the Roman rods, 

Sought, with an indignant mien, 
Counsel of her country's gods. 



Sage beneath a spreading oak 
Sat the Druid, hoary chief, 

Ev'ry burning word he spoke. 
Full of rage and full of grief 



« Princess \ H our "^^x^c^f^eS %^ :^^ 

Weep upon thy ^et^^^W^^^' :» 

'Tis because resetit^^^ t^^^ 
All the terrors ot ^ ^.^^ j/jaf 

* Rome shall pensh— ^ ^^/J^^^t >^^ 

In the blood that sn ^^x^x-c?, * cf 
Perish, hopeless and ^^j]t. 
Deep in ruin as in & 

* Rome, for empire tar , cf«/*> 

Tramples on a thousand State^ . 
Soon her pride shall ki sst/ie ^r^^ 
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates. 

* Other Romans shall arise, 

Heedless of a soldier's name ; 
Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize 
Harmony the path to fame. ' 

* Then the progeny that springs 

From the forests of our land, 
Arm'd with thunder, clad with wings, 
Shall a wider world command. 

* Regions Caesar never knew 

Thy posterity shall sway, 

Where his eagles never flew, 

None invincible as they.' 

Such the bard's prophetic words. 

Pregnant with celestial fire. 
Bending as he swept the chords 

Of his sweet but awful lyre. 

She, with all a monarch's pride. 

Felt them in her bosom glow, 
Rush'd to battle, fought, and died ; 

Dying, hurl'd them at the foe. 

Ruffians, pitiless as proud, 

Heav'n awards the vengeance due ; 
Empire is on us bestow'd. 

Shame and ruin wait for you. 

COWPER. 



238 Sir Walter Scott 



On the Departure of Sir Walter Scott 
from Abbotsford for Naples [1831] 

A TROUBLE, not of clouds, or weeping rain, 

Nor of the setting sun's pathetic light 

Engendered, hangs o'er Eildon's triple height ; 

Spirits of Power, assembled there, complain 

For kindred Power departing from their sight ; 

While Tweed, best pleased in chanting a blithe strain, 

Saddens his voice again, and yet again. 

Lift up your hearts, ye Mourners ! for the might 

Of the whole world's good wishes with him goes ; 

Blessings and prayers in nobler retinue 

Than sceptred king or laurelled conqueror knows, 

Follow this wondrous Potentate. Be true, 

Ye winds of ocean, and the midland sea, 

Wafting your Charge to soft Parthenope ! 

Wordsworth. 
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RICHARD BARNFIELD (1674-1627) was bom at 
Norbury, in Shropshire. His father was a gentleman, and he 
went in due course to Oxford, and was a friend of the poet 
Drayton, and of Francis Meres, who gives us interesting infor- 
mation about Shakespeare. 

In 1594 Bamfield published a small volume of poems 
ehtitled The Affectionate Shepherd^ and dedicated them to 
Penelope Lady Rich, the Stella whom Sir Philip Sidney's 
sonnets have made so famous. In 1595 he published another 
volume entitled Cynthia^ and in 1598 a third, wherein occur 
two beautiful poems which in the following year appeared 
again as part of The Passionate Pilgrim with the name 0/ 
William Shakespeare as author. The two poems are, the on* 
beginning 

* If music and sweet poetry agree,* 

and the other beginning 

* As it fell upon a day. * 

There is little doubt that they are both the work of B 
field, and they well show the richness of his fancy, and 
power and sweetness of his language. The ascription of 
name of Shakespeare is the device of the publisher, and th 
good evidence that other parts of The Passionate Pi 
belong to Christopher Marlowe and to Sir Walter Raleigl 

WILLIAM BLAKE (1757-1828) was bom in 

Street, Soho, where his father was a well-to-do hosier 
boy gave his heart to sketching and writing poetry, 
father apprenticed him to an engraver in Lincoln's Inn 
His first volume of Poetical Sketches appeared in i 
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contains songs, ballads, and a dramatic poem on Edward IIL 
Flaxman, the artist, admired the poems, and helped to bear 
the expense of publication. 

In 1789 the Songs of Innocence^ Blake's finest work, ap- 
peared. The work consists of twenty sweet little poems, 
the whole engraved on copper and illustrated with designs by 
Blake himself, who coloured the pictures. * Every scene has its 
poetical accompaniment, curiously interwoven with the group on 
the landscape, and forming from the beauty of the colour and the 
prettiness of the pencilling a very fair picture of itself. ' A some- 
what similar work, Songs of Experience, appeared in 1794- 

Blake executed in a similar way works entitled Gates of 
Paradise, ferusalem, and Urizen, but both the sketches and the 
language are wild and incomprehensible. He declared that 
he saw visions, and that he wrote and sketched under inspira- 
tion, and even his friends believed him to be touched with 
madness. His madness, was, however, harmless, and brought 
him more joy than sorrow, to judge by the following instance 
which he records of himself : * I was walking alone in my 
garden, there was great stillness among the branches and flowers, 
and more than common sweetness in the air ; I heard a low 
and pleasant sound, and I knew not whence it came. At last 
I saw a broad leaf of a flower move, and underneath 1 saw a 
procession of creatures of the size and colour of green and gray 
grasshoppers bearing a body laid out on a rose leaf, which they 
buried with songs, and then disappeared. It was a fairy funeral. ' 

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING (1809-1861) 

was born in Durham, but passed her childhood at Hope End, a 
beautiful country house in Herefordshire. The memory of those 
early days is preserved in the fine poem, l^he Lost Bower. 
She was a precocious little scholar, could read Homer at eight 
years of age, she ' dreamed more of Agamemnon than of Moses 
her black pony,' and at twelve she wrote an epic poem on the 
battle of Marathon. 

At the age of twenty, after her mother's death, she came 
with her father to hve in London, and she wrote Prometheus 
m 1835, ^^^^ Seraphim in 1836, and The Cry of the Children 
in 1843. . . 

About this time she became acquainted with Robert Brown- 
ing, to w^hom siie was married in 1846. They went abroad 
immediately, travelled through France and Italy, and settled 
finally in Florence, where, except for one brief interval, all the 
'est of her life was passed. 

Their ^^^\ *^^ ^^^^ Guidi, was well known to English 
travellers, a*^" ^"^y ^lave given pleasant pictures of the happi- 



Hi 

. *horS ^f -^^^ ^escribe* Jf, 

^*^* hU spirimal autobi^Jhe ^'*T^d the second till Yg^' 
^I'i^^ed ther e'ws great «otV. ,^78 »«* ,;^,„ ,n,t,hes of v,^ 
planned ^^^ av>P«a' 1 t^.* If'L prose. The /Y/^v»'j 

first P^'% scattered thtf S^oioos « 'I'bv Valiant. 
Thf*"^ are «= homely and ^>fe^ i, 5"T« /,^i ^s a yteadier, a«, 
^bicb ar j^g second part, ^as Uc"' , ; I^ndon. II 

^"^ensely popular to*" .^-,0^ the ""J' 
«ras i^^f„-v other worA^s, »« * 

wrote ^t*L^j>ilsrtn,'s Prog''^'- ,. , ., 

^st to the ^ -S j^„^ little more. He ^v 

Tb« *f m*ny Border fl'f ^f^^uUes of the \.rtow and 
one «?^ *em*i»* celebrates t^* R 

J 
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Leader, and the pleasant Irnd adjacent. There is a tradition 
that in Thirlestane Castle in that region there formerly hung a 
portrait of Minstrel Bume, * a douce auld man leading a cow 
by a straw rope. ' 

In Lockhart*s Life of Scott we read : * He showed us the 
crags and tower of Smailholme, and behind it the shattered 
fragment of Erceldoune, and repeated some pretty stanzas 
ascribed to the last of the real wandering minstrels of this dis- 
trict, by name Bume.' 

ROBERT BURNS (1759-1796), the greatest of Scottish 
song writers, was born in a cottage of clay near Ajnr. His 
father was a small farmer, a worthy man, but sorely pressed with 
poverty all his life through. 

Robert had little education, and while only a boy laboured 
like a man on the farm, and after his father's death becarue a 
farmer himself with his brother Gilbert. But the farm did not 
prosper, and in 1786 he was on the point of seeking his fortune 
abroad, and in order to secure the passage money he collected 
and published a tiny volume of the poems and songs which he 
had from time to time written. 

The poems were received with enthusiasm. Bums was 
welcomed to Edinburgh, and was feasted there for a time, and 
he gave up all idea of going abroad. Ele then married and 
settled down as a fanner in Dumfriesshire for a few years ; then 
gave up the farm for an appointment in the excise, and he died 
in Dumfries at an early age. 

Of Burns's longer poems some of the chief are The Cotter^s 
Saturday Nighty in which he has lovingly described his father ; 
Tam 0' Skanter, in which an Ayrshire legend is treated with rich 
humour ; and The folly Beggars. 

But his best works are his songs, which are unrivalled in 
their pathos, and humour and variety. * From the loud flowing 
revel in Willie brew'd a Peck o' Maut, to the still, rapt enthu- 
siasm of sadness for Mary in Heaven ; from the glad, kind 
greeting of Auld Lang Syne, or the comic archness of Duncan 
Gray, to the fire -eyed fury of Scots wha hae wt' Wallace bled, 
he has found a tone and words for every mood of man's heart. ' 

LORD BYRON (1788-1824) was bom in Aberdeen, and 
succeeded to the title on the death of his grand-uncle in 1798. 
In 1805 he published a volume of poems entitled Hours of 
Idleness, which was mercilessly criticised in the Edinburgh 
Review, and the young poet vigorously responded in the satirical 
Voem, English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, 

Byron *\hen spent several years in foreign travel, and on 




^^ 
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^nnt^^i^hnfrnT^'' ^'""^.."^^'^ *° "^ Coleridge's task, and his chief 
contribution was The Ancient Mariner, the finest of all his 
Ft?fJ^nf ri°- . ! ^^^ P^"°^ h^lon^ the first part of the weird 
^Efi\.t?ti^^^^^ ^"^^ ^^'^'^ge melodious frVgment of ir«^^ 

rolld?^ ^^^^ P°^°'^ ^«^« '^ot published till 1817. 

Coleridge visited Germany in 1798, and after his return in 
the next year began to write for the Press. His course of life 
was then for many years unsettled and miserable, but in 1816 
^^jTtV" ^^""^^^^ "^^^"g^ ^t Highgate, and remained there 
till his death In these later years he wrote Biographia 
Ltterana Aids to Reflection, and other prose works treating of 
poetry, philosophy, and religion. 

WILLIAM COLLINS (1721-1759) was bom at Chiches- 
l\\xr^ . ??^''' * ^°^^^y tradesman, was thrice mayor. 
At Winchester School he became the friend of Joseph Warton, 
the poet, and a little later, at Oxford, Gilbert White of Selborae 
was one of his friends. 

In 1742 he published a volume of Persian Eclogues, a series 
of poetic^ sketches of Oriental life, but in later years he became 
dissatisfied with them, and called them, in mockery, ' Irish 
Eclogues. In 1746 he pubUshed a volume of Odes, and these 
are his best work. They attracted little notice at first, but two 
of them, the Ode to Evening and the Ode on the Passions, are 
as beautiful, or nearly so, as anything which Gray has written. 

Colhns was at this time in London trying to live by literature, 
and, like inany others, failing. Johnson knew him, and visited 
him when he J was immured in his lodgings by a bailiff that was 
prowling in the street.' & s J' 

In 1749 an uncle left him 2,000/., and he retired to Chiches- 
ter and collected a choice library, but his reason began to fail 
mm, and he died insane in 1759. 

WILLIAM COWPER (1731-1800) was bom in the 

rectory of Berkhampstead, in Hertfordshire. He lost his 
mother when he was six years old, and one of his sweetest 

^Poi^rait" ^'^^'' '^ ^^^* ^'^ *^^ ''^'^'P^ 'f ""'y ^'^^"^^ 

Till he was twenty-one he spent his life in a gay and frivolous, 

but innocent, fashion ; then his reason gave way, and though 

he^recovered he remained sedate and melancholy all his life 

He was never married, and lived in the family of the Unwins 
at Huntingdon, and afterwards at Olnev Mrs Unwin watched 
over him like a mother, and her death in 1706 was a terribJ^ 
Wow to him. She persuaded him to try his hand at poetry, 



.^^s'^z:^^^ 



'j-^-^^^^^fj 



lit^til* 



luti^liei- l^ave tMSeMT! j^re^-^e-i-v-crci, €1^g Gxa 
eo^A,- liter's |2ioen:is £it-er ^It m^rU^^:! h 

CH ARISES r^XBJOr^r CS'T^^-iBl^^ 

sea songs, wa^t t>orr-i :a.t Sou ti^m:i:ii^foji^ 

the county, arici lie canne' tc» JLcMndan Uti 
and -w^TTote ballads anci c>pcra:Sj, ^incl l^t^a^m. 
the K^anelagli Oar<fens- 

He led a w^ild an<:i c^issoldfe- /f/^, ancf fhi 
dre-wv to Frarice on acc-onnt of ^is c/efots. /j' 
blo-zu loiLt^ was coinj>of>eid in a ^^ie- of y%^iud tf^j 
way to Calais- 

H:is elder l^rother, Tliomas, %vas a s^Z/oy. 

CZape in 1 7 So ot\ his way tiom<? /rom Xnc/fa, ^ * k 

soTig, l^o^n SemjitPt^^ is v^ritfen in rtyemary J*(f^ 

i^eturn to England tie l^ecaine onoe more ^ J^/" 

an ixniTieTise Tii-ii\-it>er of dramas and songs. ^ *) \ 

Qoo, and of these 90 were sea songs, w/iicA /; f 

iKti struggle with Krance, broug^ht more //j C| ^^ '^ 

all the press-gangs- In recog-nition ^^ ^hj\^ ^\\ ^ 

JS03 granted him a pension i>f ^OO^^ J tV^ 

^w ithdra wn, Ok I 

MICHAB1-. BRAYTpN CI 5 63^ j*- '^ 

'^^rick shire. 
cif himself 

j^^jri? Ji/t^j>/ieizr'<£^s Garland, cm tht? mod^j'^ 



^eai 



Irlis parentage is not CerLij'^r^J. 
as ' nohly bred 'and * wci/ ^^jf L i 
heorf^i^s Garland, cm tht? modf*j'>* h 



€:r^/^rEif^f'^ and in it Ivc introduced an ^L li^^l \\ 







^ta^e in. 
^^on-tmLiniog, 




X>est^dplioQ of all vti. 










X?:: 
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Forests, and other Parts of Great Britaine. ' His friend the 
learned John Selden wrote copious annotations to each part of 
the poem. 

Tradition makes Drayton an acquaintance and friend of 
Shakespeare, and in the diary of the Vicar of Stratford we 
read, * Shakspere, Drayton and Ben Jhonson had a merry 
meeting and it seems drank too hard, for Shakspere died of 
a feaver there contracted.' 

JOHN DRYDEN (1681-1700) was bom at Aldwinkle, 
on the Nen, in Northampton, where his grandfather was vicar. 
He was educated at Westminster School and Cambridge, but 
in latter years he loved Oxford better. 

Dryden's first considerable poem was written in 1658, and 
is entitled Stanzas to the Memory of His Highness ^ Oliver, late 
Lord Protector, Then two years later he wrote Astraa Redux 
to welcome Charles II. home. Then in 1667 he wrote a 
beautiful poem, Aftnus Mirabilis, in which he described the 
Dutch war and the Fire of London of the preceding year. 

The playhouses of London were reopened after the Restora- 
tion, and Dryden wrote a great number of plays which were 
very popular, but they are not really excellent. The Indian 
Emperor, The Maiden Queen, and The Conquest of Granada 
are some of the most celebrated of these plays. 

In 1 68 1 Dryden wrote the first of his great political satires, 
Absalom and Achitophel, the finest of all his poems. In the 
next year he wrote Religio Laid, a fine poem in defence of 
the Church of England, but five years later he wrote an equally 
fine one. The Hind and the Pantlier, in praise of the Church of 
Rome. 

After the Revolution Dryden ceased to be a Court poet, but 
was as busy as ever with his pen. In 1697 his famous transla- 
tion of Virgil was published, and to the same year belongs the 
magnificent Ode for St, Cecilia* s Day, the song of Alexander's 
Feast, 

JANE or JEAN ELLIOT (1727-1805) was bom at 

Minto House, the family seat in Teviotdale. Her father. Sir 
Gilbert Elliot, was lord justice clerk of Scotland, and a staunch 
Whig, and his daughter by her ready wit and pleasantness saved 
his life when it was endangered by an angry party of Jacobites 
in 1746. 

Her brother Gilbert became a lawyer and statesman, but 
loved literature as well, and was the author of a beautiful pas- 
toral song, 

* My sheep I neglected, I broke my sheep hook,' 



3^5^^>^^alter Scott pira.is«^s in tli^ Tiat^to ^ 

i^^^^^.Y^fs GiTBert ^vlio incited His sister //j ^. 

latioii aiia moiaming tl^at fellowed FloddJ J^, 
auttiorsliip was religiovisly kept, ^""^ "'^^ A^/:^,,:J 
was a gennix^e relic of tlie olclert time. X^ J. 
rnamtaxn it was modern, and Scotf p./^^'f'.^ ^;f , 
^z^st^^lsj. as * by a lady of f^mi/y //j n^.^ ^^ ^" / 
^^^^^J^75e Miss Elliot came -^'^^^ ^^^ T^^"'^^"^^^^ 
Edmburgli, and lived to be a vrery ^^^3//?^?'^^ tl 
the last in Edinbin-gli to use ^^'^ *^»'^ S^'^cw/ ^ 

., OLIVER GOLOSMIXH 072S^.^^^, _ , 
village of Pallas, in I^ongford, ^htr^ J"74> "'^ Vj 
pastor, * passing ricti on 4.0/. ^ y^t^r^y ^jf ihther was jJ 
at lDiil>lin University, t>vit made /je^j^ Goldi^mith w^^^ 1 
tlie same at Edint>virgli and Leyd^^ Z^^^^*^^^^ ^^^'^^ ^ 
medicine. ^' where he vv^^^ 

-A^fter -wandering for some time w, ^ ^ 

Europe, lie came penniless to LoJ^^^^"^'" -^^^^raj ^ 
vain to live by medicine and by /^*^",^" ^/S"- f^l^ 
depend entirely vipon literature, ^f^phing, and \hJj^ 
were not over, iDut lie bad found y^r^'f ^^^^SS^^s ^ n 
tbe friendship of JoVinson, ^eync^'j^ 1^"^, P^'^ ^H^rK 
one of tbe most interesting figures ;i'^p^"^^f,f^^^ ^^tt K 
In 1764- two of Goldsmith's fi'l^''^'^^^' ^ ^V^e ^^^ 
:Z-^^ ^r^cz-z^e/Ze^. a poem in which C ^LX?^ ^ T^^ ^ 
wandered tbroxigh^, and The Vicar^^'^'l^^f'}'^ \^-^ 
little novel wHich ^eligbted, and ^^i/^^^^;^^^^^ 
one. ^ a^-J^^ 

In 1768 lie wrote tbe comedy, xh^ r«w.,^^ ^1 

ixx X773 tl.e stm fix^^rone «.^^^^ 

be also vsrrote :zn.^ "^^f"^^ „ ^ ^^^^<^^''. a heaiiiin»i ;j > 5^ 
of tHe scenes of His cbildhood. The h'^c^'l'?^^^^^ 
t/te .O^ai/i^ of CL JkTad nog occurs In the ;>W^,'^^*V;> 
Goldsmitli. was especially happy i^ his graceful "^-i»^ 
trifles of tliis Icind. * "^^^ ^ 

THOlttA^S GRAY (1716-1771) wn. boir^ 
are liis fatl^er was a scrivener, lie was at ^ 



w^yiere liis fattier was a scrivener, lie was at XT ^ 
l>ridge, wliere lie bad Horace Wal pale for a frit^x-i^X:^ 
tl^ey travelled on tbe Continent in i739_4i, ax^tV^^^ 
descril>ing Ixis travels are some of his best vsr<:^^^ 
return lie lived witb his mother and her two sis^t^^ - 
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of Stoke Pogis, and there he wrote the odes On the Springy On 
a distant Prospect of Eton College, and To Adversity, 

He also began there his famous Elegy, which he leisurely 
touched and retouched it till in 1750 it was completed. It was 
handed about at first in manuscript among friends, but in the next 
year it was published and went through four editions in two 
months. A few years later he wrote a series of Pindaric odes, 
which have not the simplicity of his earlier poems, and have never 
become such general favourites. The best of them are The 
Progress of Poetry and Jlie Bard. 

Gray was an enthusiastic student of our early literature and 
the allied literatures of Wales and Scandinavia. He was pre- 
paring materials for a history of English poetry, but failing 
health compelled him to abandon a plan which he was so well 
fitted to execute. 

ROBERT HERRICK (1691-1674) was the son of a 

goldsmith in Cheapside. He was educated at St. John's, 
Cambndge, and in 1629 was presented to the living of Dean 
Prior, in Devonshire. He found country life very duU, but he 
wrote the best of his poems in Devonshire, and was much 
beloved by his people. 

In 1647 he was ejected firom his living as he was an ardent 
Koyahst, and his poem, Hts retur,te to London, expresses his 
delight at regammg the joys of town. He would not go back, 
he says, till rocks turn to overs, rivers turn to men.' 

Many of his poems appeared at first anonymously, but in 
'^"^^ w P^^i'J^^^ ^ collection of them under the title of 
^espertdes They are of varied kinds, both grave and gay; 
^"^^^l^J^ predominate, and they are nearly all marked by 
^^ hf. ir"^^- • ^% «^^'Shts in picturing country pastimes, 

^''^T^ i66^^r P'^*^^%°^ flowers are fuU of delicate beauty, 
^na'wi'buried"^^ ^"^^'^ ^^ ^-- P-r, and there he'died 

^^i of the most prolific wri^^^^^^^^ ^^T^' 

prologrues, 'Amongst 220 pUys f k^L ^f i^^l"' '" T t ^' 
^^, ^t the least, a main finder ? ^ ^^^ ^'^*'^' ^ ^""^"^^ ^^"^ 
^ ' rrhe date of his birth anA ^ .u 

t^tst iie js thought to have died alSl ? r^/f "°* "'^"^^""^^ ^°'''^''' 
C:>f his many plays twentv t^ l^^' 
^r tttGse the best are A vj^ ^^^ "^^® been preserved, and 
^^^^^>^ traveller, and TX^TS"'?^''.^"'^^'^^ '^^^^ Kindness, The 

^ ^erwood excels in homeW^'^ ^''''^ ^^ ^^^ ^'''' 

nomely scenes, and Charles Lamb calls 
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him a prose Shakespeare. His pictures of country gentlemen 
are, in general, very happily drawn. In his play of The Rape 
of Lucrece^ one of the characters, Valerius, a Roman gentleman, 
acts throughout a comic part, and breaks out continually in 
songs which are often of a ribald character. One of these songs, 
however, 

* Pack, clouds away, and welcome, day,' 

which is sung as day is breaking, is filled with a sweet and 
simple beauty. 

JAMES HOGG (1770-1836), the *Ettrick Shepherd,' 
was born at Ettrick, in Selkirkshire. His parents were poor, 
and he received, he says, less than a year's schooling. At seven 
years of age he began to herd ewes, and at sixteen he was a 
shepherd. From 1790 to 1800 he was in the service of Mr. 
Laidlaw, whose son, William, was Scott's friend. In 1802 
Hogg became acquainted with Scott, and helped him to gather 
materials for the Border Minstrelsy. He then became a farmer 
on his own account, but was unsuccessful, and in 18 10 came to 
Edinburgh to pursue literature. 

He published a miscellaneous collection of poems. The 
Forest Minstrel^ and in 181 3 The Queen's Wakey which is his 
finest work. The Duchess of Buccleuch was his friend, and 
through her help he became farmer at a nominal rent of Eltrive 
Lake in Yarrow. 

In 181 7 he began his prose tales, The Brownie of Bodsbeck 
and others, and in 1819-20 he published two \o\\imtsoi Jacobite 
Relics of Scotland, which contain some of his finest lyrics. 

Hogg was a great friend of Professor Wilson, and in the 
Nodes Ambrosiance he is the chief and the most amusing 
character. 

THOMAS HOOD (1799-1846) was the son of a Scotch 
bookseller who carried on business in London. The boy's 
health failed when he was thirteen, and he was sent to his 
father's relations in Dundee. There he stayed for three years, 
reading, sketching, and writing for local newspapers. 

On his return to London in 18 18 he devoted himself to 
literature, and became sub-editor of the London Magazine, 
His contributions were very numerous, and were mostly in 
verse, and he became a friend of De Quincey, Hazlitt, Charles 
Lamb, and other men of letters. In 1826 he published a col- 
lection of his poems with the title Whims and Oddities. 

A few years later he fell into money difficulties, and from 
1835 to 1840 he lived, for economy's sake, on the Continent. 
There he wrote Hood's Own^ 1838, and Up the Rhine^ 1839. 
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On his return to England he became editor of the New 
Monthly Magazine^ and in it appeared the poem, Mtss Kilmm- 
seggi which many regard as his masterpiece. The Song of tk 
Shirty another famous piece, appeared in the Christmas number 
oi Punchy 1843. 

BEN JONSON (1573-1637) was the greatest of the 
companions of Shakespeare. He was born in London of poor 
parentage, and served as a soldier in the Netherlands. At 
about the age of twenty he settled in London, and became an 
actor and a writer of plays. 

His first great play. Every Man in his Humour, was brought 
out in 1598, and Shakespeare himself was one of the actors. 
Within the next sixteen years Jonson wrote nine or ten other 
plays, and four of these, The Alchemist, VolpofUy The Silent 
Womatty and Bartholomew Fair, are justly regarded as master- 
pieces. Some six or eight other plays were written by him in 
later years, but they are of inferior merit. 

During these years Jonson also wrote a number oi masques 
for Court festivals. The fashion had been introduced from 
Italy, and King James took special delight in them. The king 
and queen took part in the acting, and Inigo Jones devised the 
scenery and decorations. Some of Jonson 's finest lyrics are 
scattered in these masques, the Hymn to Diana being in 
CynthicCs Revels, 

In 1 818 Jonson went on foot to Scotland to. visit the home 
of his ancestors, and he returned the next year. An interesting, 
but rather meagre, memorial of his conversation while in Scot- 
land has been preserved by Drummond of Hawthomden. 

JOHN KEATS (1796-1821) was bom in Finsbury, 
where his father was a livery stable keeper. He was educated 
at a school at Enfield, and is described by some of his school- 
fellows as a youth of great beauty and of enthusiastic nature. He 
was passionately fond of Spenser—* his countenance would light 
up at each rich expression, and his strong frame would tremble 
with emotion as he read.' He learnt no Greek at school, but 
Chapman s translation of Homer yielded him intense pleasure, 
which he has expressed in the finest of all his fine sonnets. 
After leaving school he was apprenticed to a surgeon, but he 
soon gave up medicine for literature, and became a friend and 
companion o\ Leigh Hunt. 

^^. l^'i^^ published £ndymio7i, which was very severely 
treated by the reviewers, but which is now recognised as a poem 
of rare, though immature, genius, Two years later anSher 
volume of poems was published containing, among others, The 



Eve of St, Agnes, I^a^f^y -f"^ see^^a actually ;W 
fmgment, but Byron saxd ^ v.v'liJS. ' 
Titans, and as swbUme as -^^^^"r-^.-.tiori is made r^f 
IxvTheEmof St. ^S-^^^"^ menti ue 0/ 

-■ ^.r^ «since mute, 
^\n ancient ditty, ^^'^p^/^e//^ c/ame sa. 
In Provence called, -^^^ ^ ^ sad h ^^^^^y 

and Keats has expandea \^.^|^* for expressj^^ beautU i 
which he has aiade the veliicle 10 ^ ^^^^ ^^w^^^ ^ 

his own unrequited love. vv^as c/y»v 

Meanwhile the yoving ^"^fA Italy, ar)}^ r.r ..n , 

Shelley begged him to come to J--^ y^ ^ti^^ of con i 
He died in Rome the next yc^^- ^0 1820 I 

CHARLES LAMB C'^'^^^idfoti N > 

Temple, where his father occupied so^e L^ ^ .^ ^ 
a schoolfellow at Christ's^ Hospital wxt^ %]^f/" St. 
dnued his friend through life- ^cM^ri^p-e ; 

In 1792 he obtained a post ^^^^f^,.. ^ieridge, 
Company, and retired on a con^rona^^ v; 
first essay in literature was in 1795, M-}.^ Ji^>t- of ttie ^ 
ridge and Lloyd in writing ^ "^f^m^, ^^i j^i-sjon m l^^- 
Gra>/ appeared the next year, and rii^ Tj^He joined w. 
in 1802, but these works were ofhtU^ ^l^^ poL-nis. Ai 

In 1823 he published the dc^izhikx\ ^\^^}mx of /o/m 
his fame now rests. They are fiWt^ ^\^^ ^U. 
humour, and Lamb shows himsc^lf ^ ^i^^^ry:, it/ £/ia, c 
Addison, and Goldsmith. ^^k^^ quaint and 

Mary Lamb was ten years older ♦! ^^^y fellow of 
and outlived him twelve years. Xh ^r\ 
in the family, and in 1796 Mary ,-^^^ ^ ^er brother ( 
killed her mother. Until her fafL , ^ ^ ^^ ^ ^^^*"^ ^^ ^ 
in an asylum, and then she was rJ « ^ ^^^/en fit of m 
undertaking to be surety for hf»r ^^^Od ^"^^^ ^he was o 
to each other, and in 1807 th^J A^ °^ ^^^ brother ( 
the pleasant Tales from 9/ f^ P^bli^if^' H'ere fondly 2i\ 
Poetry for Children and mIH^^^^^ ^^ their joir! 

WALTER SAVACr, ''''^slZ^^'""^ ^^'^ 

eldestsonofagentJelx^^E LANDOP / 
was a youth ofimpu^^^ Of aticientla^., 0.775-1 8 64) ^<' 
at Oxford was frequ^j"^ a^d ,HiKK ^^'^^ ^n Warwickshire 

In 1795 i^epmi^l'h in t i^K^^'^^'P^^' andatRj^ 
considerable poem, ^(X . trouble with his superiors. ^ 
years later, it wa,^ J^^^/^ ^''^^W volume of poems, but hi 
and it was greatly ^ ,^ §* ^, was published anonymously 
but \t v.eveT becani^ , ^i>^^ge Oriental tale oi war and n 
%.^^ by Southey and Shelley and I 



^^r. 
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The subject of the story was suggested by a volume of 
romance lent him by a friend. Rose Aylmer, the daughter ot 
Lord Ayhner. When, a few years later, this lady died m India, 
Landor wrote the beautiful little elegy Rose Aylmer, which 
Charles Lamb was never tired of repeating. 

In i8i2 he published a tragedy. Count fulian ; but this, like 
Gebtr, failed to win popular favour. But some ten or twelve 
years later Landor had found where his real strength lay, and 
the Imaginary Conversations, which appeared in 1824, gained 
instant recognition and favour. All kinds of characters appear 
in these dialogues, old Greeks and Romans, Italian poets, 
English kings and queens, statesmen, philosophers, and poets, 
and the style gives some of the best examples of English prose. 
Other volumes appeared at intervals, and before his death 
Landor had written nearly 1 50 of these dialogues. 

LADY ANNE LINDSAY OF BALCARRAS (1760- 
1825) was the authoress of the pathetic ballad of Auld JRodtn 
Gray, though the secret of the authorship was known only to a 
few before the lady's death. 

Sir Walter Scott, in 1825, edited the first authentic edition 
of the poem, and in the preface gives many interesting par- 
ticulars from a letter written to him in 1823 by the authoress. 

The poem is named from Robin Gray, the herd at Balcarras, 
but the story itself is quite fictitious. There was an ancient 
Scotch melody, the lady tells us, of which she was passionately 
fond, but the words of the song as sung by old Sophie John- 
stone were indelicate, and she longed to sing old Sophie's air 
to different words. 

She wrote the song in 1772, and it became a favourite 
throughout the district, and antiquaries disputed as to whether 
it belonged to the sixteenth or eighteenth century. 

Many years afterwards she wrote a continuation or second 
part, to please her aged mother, who said, * Anny, I wish you 
would tell me how that unlucky business of Jenny and Jamie 
ended.' This second part lacks, however, the simple pathos of 
the first. 

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW {i^(yt' 
1882), the sweetest of American singers, was born at Portland, 
on the coast of Maine. As a boy he was fond of reading, and 
the Sketch-Book of Washington Irving was his special delight. 

After completing his college course he travelled in Europe 
for three years, and on his return, in 1829, was appointed a 
professor, first at his own college and then at the Harvard 
University. 



Wa'. «, lie J'^t^*'^ rf»^ f« ^*. ^^ 

In the satne yea^g tb« * ^£>^'**^l^^^%/a^^''"'^ 

containing such ^ ^ i,eS^ ^^f *^'*iS ^hen in 

Longfellow w'°f ^is »*JhJ^ --^T ^ 
Z^gettd^ a story of tne j^^ ^^ i- 

Jlia^atha, a quaint auo ^r**^ 

^'*^ Longfellow continued t*^ ./sf^'^^^*^ 

long life. ^ i^'^ldi^'^' .^^ 

RICHARD LOVEt-^J^^^^r*^ ScAol 
Kentish family. He be^^* G^, ■* ' 

Court poets who surroun<^^^rfJ^**-^ .. „^„. 
age of sixteen he wrote » C'^*^ <y0,ih^^^^i 



°"%t/^'^^^' "^^ Soldier: tH^ ^W ^ ^^'''f' 

When the troubles vfi*^ ^Isci^^l ^ ^iS 
committed to Dri<:„ i- , f'^^x/'Ji*' H>. . 
behalf from thri °"./^/ oi ^3^^^' , ,* 

fine song. To %}^^)^ ^ r^^^d tbrofgho 
liberated on a g^^ A^/. , ^^ 

^"l^^rTei'r^Je. "'^^'"^ .^ent for ti, 

took part in tj, « laised » t^n^i''^' ■ ' 
England, and J^ ^iece of *^ thrown Wto j 

published tlie^j >e^, he m^fX //^^«f/<? 

said tLt h; Z^^:t^^^ that befell; 

THOMAS "" " ^*"^ '" ^"^ ^''^' 

ITerXr^h^^t^BWTOi^ JlfilC^r 
was greatly iot*RcJ V^ ^acau/gy, a Oii, 

the most bwii.- '^ >^ ^ iJi n._ " ^' . 



the most briji- 
Withother- • ' 



N^^ iJi the Uni 



^^inoftbi' 



254 Lives of Authors of Poems 

write in Charles Knight's Quarterly Alagazine, and his stirring 
poem Ivry appeared in 1824, and in the next year he won 
instant reputation by his article on Milton in the Edinburgh 
Review, This was the first of a long series of eloquent articles 
which appeared at intervals during the next twenty years in the 
Edinburgh Review, 

A few years later he entered Parliament, and in 1833 he was 
appointed a member of the Supreme Council of India and spent 
four or five years in that distant land. 

In 1832 he wrote the noble ballad. The Armada, and after 
his return from India he spent some time in Italy, and there 
wrote the beautiful Lays of Ancient Rome. The remaining years 
of his life were devoted mainly to the writing of his History of 
England, of which the first volume was published in 1848, the 
last in 1855. The work remains a fragment. 

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE (1664-1693) was bom in 

Canterbury. His father was a shoemaker, but the boy was 
sent to school and college, and took his degree in 1583. Of 
the next few years of his life nothing certain is known, and 
some think that he came to London and was an actor, others 
that he went with Sidney to the wars in the Netherlands. 

In 1588 his first great drama, Tamburlaine the Great, was 
performed. The play is extravagant both in plot and language, 
but there are passages of splendid poetry in it, and it became 
immensely popular. Within the next few years three other 
fine plays. Doctor Faustus, The few of Malta, and Edward II., 
appeared, and Marlowe left fragments of one or two other 
Piays, and also a fine poem, Hero and Leander, 

Marlowe is believed to be the author of portions of Henry 
^I', and his influence can be pretty plainly traced in several 
of Shakespeare's early plays. The pretty song beginning 
* Come live with me and be my love ' 

's commonly attributed to Shakespeare, but Izaak Walton 
claims it for JVlarlowe. Marlowe was a man of wild, reckless 

^"e, and he met his death in a tavern brawl in Deptford, in 

^593' 

y ^^DRE\Sr MARVELL (1621-1678) was the son of a 

Jf orkshjre clergyman. He went to Trinity College, Cambridge. 

^^^rom 164.T to 1646 he travelled on the Continent. 

whn^^ time after 1650 he gained the friendship of Milton, on 

nenh^ i-econjm en dation he was appointed tutor to Cromwell's 

uni?« ^; ^^ I ^57 he vkras appointed Assistant Latin Secretary 

an K ^*® Covernment, and in 1658 he became M.P. for HuU, 

" 'lonour v^liicl:^ he retained till his death. From 1663 to 1665 












WILLIAM JULIUS M?^7n ^'^^^'^'^4? «fi) ^ 
of a Scotch minister of Langholm, * eighteen ^^i^e ^ ^ the son 
an early taste for poetry, and ^ ^ breu ^ote'a n ^^'''^^^ 

Knowledge. He went into business ^V^^ |poe.2i o^ 
but failed, and then came to l^on^ a^^ ^rotr%"fh' 
magazines. ^ . , ./• ^ ^^® 

In 1775 he translated the Luszoa or ^anioens and h^ 
received with much honour in Lisbon when he visited that ^i^ 
a few years later. . , , „ ^ 

Mickle*s finest original work is the ballad of Cumnor Hail 
which- charmed the youthful fancy of Scott and Jed him in later 
years to the composition of Kemlworth, A schoolfellow of 
Scott tells us : * We often walked m the meadows, especially in 
the moonlight nights, and Scott seemed never weary of repeating 
the stanza. 

' " The dews of summer night did fall." ' 

Another beautiful Scotch ballad, 

* There's nae luck aboot the hoose, 

is also believed to be Mickle's, and it is a pity he has left so 
little of such excellent work. 

JOHN MILTON (1608-1674) was bom in Bread Street, 
Cheapside, where his father was a scrivener. He was a scholar 
at St. Paul's School, and from thence went to Cambridge. He 
had intended to enter the Church, but scruples as to signing the 
Articles prevented him. The beautiful ode On the Morning of 
Chris fs Nativity is said to have been written in 1629 and was i 

probably composed as a college exercise. j 

Milton left Cambridge in 1632, and came to live at Horton, ' 

a pleasant village in Buckinghamshire, to which his father had j 

retired. It was in this calm retreat that he wrote the three [ 

beautiful poems, V Allegro^ II Penseroso^ and Lycidas^ and also \ 

the masque of Comtis^ which was performed in Ludlow Castle ■ 

in 1634. Lycidas belongs to 1637, and is the eloquent lament I 

of Milton over his dear friend and college companion, Edward 
King, who was drowned while crossing the Irish Sea. 

Soon after writing Lycidas Milton paid a visit to Italy, and ; 
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returned in 1639. During the troubles of the Civil War he was 
actively engaged with his pen on the side of the Parliament, 
and in 1649 he ;vas appointed Latin Secretary to the new 
Government, and held the post till the Restoration. The 
calamity of blindness was gradually creeping over him, and in 
•1652 the sight of both eyes was gone. 

His greatest work. Paradise Losty was begun about 1658, 
though the plan was conceived much earlier. It was finished 
and published in 1667. In the seven years of life that were 
still left to him he wrote Paradise Pegainedy Samson A^onisUSy 
and a fragment of a History of Britain. 

TOM MOORE (1779-1862) was born in Dublin, and at 
an early age began to write verses, and in 1800 he published a 
translation of the Odes of Anacreon, He then obtained a post 
in Bermuda, and paid a visit to Canada, of which his Canadian 
Boat Song is a memorial. He soon returned to England, and 
published two volumes of Odes and Epistles, which were severely 
reviewed m the Edinburghy and the poet and reviewer met 
at Chalk Farm to fight a duel, but the police interfered. 

The songs, As Slow our Ship^ The Minstrel Boy, and The 
Harp {^^ once through Tara's Hails, are from a collection of 
Irish Melodies which were written and issued in ten numbers 
at irregularintervals between 1807 and 1 834, and which were 
intended to rescue and preserve old Irish airs that were in 
danger of being forgotten. 

KT T'^LfJ^' ^f"^ the Stilly mghty is from a collection of 

i^ma^Honr t'J,^^ ^??''^ ^^ illustrate the favourite songs 

TSlT-^^ir 7^e well-known song. Those Evening Bells , 

colleS '^'" ^^"*" '' Stealing, belong to th^ same 

which is^S^LIs^e^^^^^ — e, Lalla RooB. 

puJrshed'hVirJ%^^^^ of Byron, and in 1830 

Ci766-^845fwas?^^^^^^^ BARONESS N^RNE 

^f Cask, in Perthshire. hU r .vf^^'l^ ^^^*' ' ^^^ Auld Hoose' 

cie voted Jacobite, and <;ht ^ ^^' Lawrence Oliphant, was a 

OriiarJie. She was married ^^ i^^med in memory of Prince 

l>^roness was one of the **o i- ^^^ N'aime in 1800. The 

jfci im, she laboured to make ^^^* if ^^'^^'^^ ^^ Burns, and, like 

,^tf:>pi'opriate words. She conf -k ^^^^^'^ ^^ national airs set to 

^<i>xig:s to the six volumes of ?u" o ^ ^ ^^rge^ number of original 

The best of these is the r.ofv.*^^?^^'^'^ Minstrel, 1821-4. 

pathetic song. The Land o^ the Ltd, 
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and perhaps the next best 77^*? Laird <?' Cockpen, with its broad 
"humour. Lady Naime also wrote many Jacobite songs, WhcCll 
be King but Charlie ? Charlie is my Darlings and others. 

TOM NASH (1667-1601 ?) was one of the wild and witty 
young men of letters of Queen Elizabeth's time. He was born 
at Lowestoft and was a scholar at St. John's, Cambridge, but 
it is thought he was expelled for some youthful indiscretion. 
He afterwards travelled in Italy. 

He came to London about 1589, and was a friend and com- 
panion of the dramatists Greene, Marlowe, and Peele. He 
took part with Marlowe in writing Dido Queen of Carthage^ 
and he himself wrote a play, The Isle of Dogs ^ which is not now 
extant. For some expressions in the play he was put in prison, 
and his many enemies made merry over this mishap. 

His single play which has been preserved is Will Summer's 
Last Will and Testament^ which was printed in 1600, but 
appears to have been acted as early as 1592. Will Summers is 
the famous Court jester of Henry VHI. supposed to come to 
life again, but the play is not very amusing. The four seasons 
are amongst the characters represented, and the song of the 
Spring is sung by Spring herself. 

Nash was more famous as a fierce pamphleteer than as a 
dramatist. He mixed freely in the strife of the Marprelate 
Controversy, and furiously assailed Dr. Gabriel Harvey, who 
had insulted the memory of his dead friend Greene. 

THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK (1785-1866), born at 
Weymouth, was the son of a London glass merchant. He 
himself made a brief trial of business, but gave it up for 
study and literature. In 181 2 he became acquainted with 
Shelley, and continued to be one of his most trusted friends. 

Peacock's earliest works were poetical : Monks of St, Mark, 
1804; Palmyra, 1806, and at a considerably later date he wrote 
jRhododaphne, the best of his long poems. But his poems, 
though sparkling and amusing, have little of the fire of genius, 
and Peacock's peculiar powers are best shown in a series of 
witty and whimsical novels. Headlong Hall, 1815; Nightmare 
Abbey, 181 7 ; Misfortunes of Elphin, 1829; Crochet Castle, 1831 ; 
and Grilly Grange, i860. 

Snatches of verse are interspersed in all of these novels, and 
\xk the Misfortunes of Elphin there are fourteen of these little 
poems, the War Song of Dinas Vawb being one of them. The 
story itself is a comic satirical rendering of a portion of the legend 
of Arthur, Taliesin, and other British heroes of the sixth century. 

S 
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EDGAR ALLAN POE (1809-1849) was hoxn in 

Boston, Massachusetts. His father and mother were acfors, 
and they both died in the same week at Richmond w/ien Edgar 
was but two years old. 

He was adopted by a kind-hearted Richmond merchant 
named Allan, who sent him to England to a school in Stoke 
Newington. On returning to America he entered the University 
of Virginia, but he grew up a wild reckless youth, and fre- 
quently brought discredit on himself and his patron. They 
quarrelled and parted, and for two years Poe lived with an 
aunt at Baltimore, whose daughter, Virginia, he afterwards 
married. 

In 1830 he was reconciled to Mr. Allan, and was admitted 
to the Military Academy of West Point ; but again he was 
guilty of misconduct and was expelled, and a final rupture be- 
tween him and Mr. Allan took place. 

The last seventeen years of his life were spent in writing 
tales and poems for the reviews and magazines. He was 
married to his cousin in 1835, and her early death helped to 
darken the melancholy which pervades nearly all his work. 
The poems Annabel Lee and Ulalume seem especially to be 
reminiscences of his dead wife. 

WINTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED (1802-1839) 

was the son of a serjeant-at-law, and was bom in Bedford Row, 
London. He was educated at Eton, and was one of the most 
brilliant scholars there. 

With several schoolfellows he started a magazine called 
The Etonian^ which ran from October 1820 to July 182 1, and 
which contains some of Praed's finest poems. Two of them. 
Reminiscences of my Youth and Surly Hally are good examples 
of his genial and graceful style. 

The publisher of the magazine was Charlps Knight, who 
formed the highest opinion of Praed's powers, and speaks of his 
* kindness that lurks under sarcasm, and the wisdom that wears 
the mask of fun. ' 

From Eton, Praed went to Cambridge and became, with 
Macaulay and others, a contributor to Knighfs Quarterly 
Magazine. 

After leaving the University he was called to the Bar and 
became a member of Parliament. Had his life not been cut 
short, he would probably have had a distinguished public 
career. 

Two volumes of his poems have been published, and The 
Red Fisherman bears the date 1820. 
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SIR WALTER SCOTT (1771-1832) was born in the 
* Old Town ' of Edinburgh. When he was an infant he was 
afflicted with lameness, and for health's sake he was sent away 
to his grandfather's pastoral farm at Sandy Knowe, and his 
earliest recollections were of the beautiful Borderland which he 
always loved so well. 

At the age of fifteen Scott was apprenticed to his father, who 
was a Writer to the Signet, and in 1792 he was called to the 
Bar. But literature far more than law engaged his affections, 
and he gave himself almost entirely to it after gaining the post 
of Sheriff of Selkirkshire in 1799. His earliest publications 
were translations from the German, and in 1802 the first two 
volumes of Tlie Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border appeared. 

The Lay of the Last Minstrel^ his first great original poem, 
appeared in 1805, Marmion in 1808, and The Lady of the Lake 
in 1 8 10. Other poems followed in later years, and in 181 4 the 
noble series of his prose romances opened with Waverley. Guy 
Manneringy The Antiquary^ Old Mortality^ Rob Roy^ The 
Heart of Midlothian and others followed in quick succession, 
and Scott was loaded with wealth and fame. His later years 
were embittered by the financial ruin which fell upon him 
on the collapse of the publishing house in which he was a 
partner. 

Some of Scott's finest little songs are embedded in his 
larger works : thus Proud Maisie is the dying song of Madge 
Wildfire in The Heart jof Midlothian, and Young Lochinvar\s 
sung by Lady Heron in Marmion. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (1564-1616) was bom at 

Stratford-on-Avon. His father was a small farmer, and William, 
after receiving a scanty education at the Grammar School, 
appears to have worked with his father till about 1586, when 
he came to London to seek his fortune, leaving a wife and 
children at home with his father and mother. 

In 1589 Shakespeare's name appears in a list of sixteen 
players and sharers in the Blackfriars Playhouse, and here his 
earliest plays, Henry VI,, Love's Labour's Lost, and others, were 
performed. 

A few years later he gained the notice and friendship 
of the young Earl of Southampton, and dedicated to him 
the two beautiful poems, Vent^ and Adonis and The Rape of 
Lucrece, 

Year by year Shakespeare continued to prosper, and he 
visited Stratford every year and bought a house and land, and 
looked forward to a time of peaceful retirement there. 

The order in which Shakespeare's plays were composed 
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cannot now be determined, but it is thought that most of the 
comedies and the plays from English history were written before 
1600 ; while the great tragedies, Lear^ Othello^ Hamlet^ and 
Macbeth, were written after, as were also the Roman plays. The 
Winter's Tale and the Tempest are two of his very latest works, 
and Henry VIII. is only his in part. 

There are many sweet gems of song scattered through his 
plays, and some of the most delightful are in these two latest 
plays. 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY (1792-1822) was bora 

at Field Place, near Horsham, and belonged to a wealthy 
family in Sussex. He was a dreamy, enthusiastic boy, who 
took little share in school sports, and was passionately fond of 
reading and of experimental science. 

He was educated at Eton and Oxford, but was expelled 
from the University with one of his companions in 181 1, 
because he had composed and disseminated a pamphlet advo- 
cating Atheism. He then quarrelled with his father ; made 
a runaway match with a schoolfellow of his sisters* ; crossed 
over to Dublin to rouse the Irish on the subject of Catholic 
Emancipation, and committed other foolish youthful indis- 
cretions. 

Shelley's first considerable poem was Alastor, written in 18 1 5 
near Windsor Forest. Two years later he wrote a long poem. 
The Revolt of Islam, and in the next year he left England for 
the last time. 

During the next few years he lived chiefly at Pisa, and there 
his greatest works. The Cenci, Prometheus Unbound^ and 
Adonais, were written. The last of these is an eloquent lament 
over the untimely death of Keats. His finest lyrics. To a 
Skylark, The Cloud, and others, also belong to this time. 
The poem called The Recollection belongs to the year of his 
death. 

The poet was drowned in a storm which arose when he was 
returning from visiting his old friend Leigh Hunt, at Pisa, in 
July 1822. 

JAMES SHIRLEY (1596-1666) was the last ot the 
great band of dramatists who immediately followed Shake- 
speare. He was intended for the Church, but became a Roman 
Catholic, and supported himself for a time as a schoolmaster. 
In 1625 he wrote a lively comedy. Love Tricks, and he then 
came to London and wrote more than thirty plays before the 
closing of the theatres in 1642. 

The best of his plays is The Lady of Pleasure, but no one 



Lives of Authors of Poems 261 

of them is of very great merit. The one excellent thing by 
which Shirley is remembered is the noble song, 

* The glories of our birth and state,* 

which occurs in the play, The Contention of Ajax and Ulysses. 
After the closing of the theatres Shirley again took to teach- 
ing, and he also published three small volumes of poems and 
masques. 

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY (1554-1586) was bom at Pens- 
hurst, in Kent, of an ancient and honourable family. He was 
educated at Shrewsbury and Oxford ; then he went abroad and 
witnessed the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, and, after visiting 
Germany and Italy, he was back at the English Court in 1575. 

He fell in love with the Lady Penelope Devereux, the 
daughter of the Earl of Essex, but, unhappily, the match came 
to nothing, and a few years later she was married to Lord Rich. 
Sidney gave expression to his grief in a series of over a hundred 
beautiful sonnets which are entitled Astrophel and Stella, No 
sonnets so fine had yet appeared in English literature, and they 
almost anticipate the beauty of Shakespeare's. The address to 
the moon. No. XXXI. , and the address to sleep, No. XXXIX., 
are especially fine. 

In 1580 Sidney was out of favour at Court, and he withdrew 
to Wilton, the seat of his sister, the Countess of Pembroke, and 
there for her diversion he wrote the famous prose romance, 
Arcadia, The next year he wrote another fine work, the 
Apology for Poetrie, in opposition to Stephen Gosson, who was 
fiercely attacking * Poets, Pipers, Plaiers, Jesters, and such like 
Caterpillers of a Commonwealth.* 

In 1584 English troops were sent to help the Dutch in their 
struggle for freedom. Sidney went with them, and fell fighting 
at Zutphen in September 1586. 

ROBERT SURTEES (1779-1834) was a country gentle- 
man of fine antiquarian tastes, who lived at Mainsforth, in the 
County of Durham. In 1806 he began to correspond with Sir 
Walter Scott, who was gathering materials for a new edition 
of the Border Minstrelsy, 

The poem, BarthranCs Dirge, is enclosed in a letter sent 
to Scott in November 1809, and Surtees gives this account 
of it : * The following romantic fragment I have from the im- 
perfect recitation of Ann Douglas, a withered crone, who weeds 
in my gaj^n.* It appears to be founded on an old North 
Country legend of a gallant who was slain by seven brothers in 
revenge for his treatment of their sister. 



^ZTj^s^ ^y^ .^^z^^Ae^ip^s of p 

The Excursio^j a longr r>c>«xia in nine boot 
and was publistxed m iSi^. Xt met wiV^ /?' ^^ i. 

but as years went by tlie merit of fh/s a„i^^^e f ^iQi^^ 
other poems was more and ixxore dearly rec ^f \ ^\ir f 

SIR HENRY MTOTTON- ClS68^l6sr,^ ^- 
ancient Kentisn family, and liis life has b i v 
written by Izaak Walton- JS^rtcr studying ^^X\ ^^1 j . 

Oxford, he travelled for eigrfat ox- mne vL^Hv V J^^^S^^ ^ 
many, and Italy, and after liis return was\^^ ^ ^>7 P^^^ 
of Essex. ^ „ ^^c-v. i^^^eat cre( 

. After the earPs dovirnfall he returned t ^t:^ Trance, 

sent by the Grand Duke on a secret mis^ Vj> ^^y to the 
Scotland. When James became king ©/ ^^^^T 1^ 
taken into favour and was tbrice sent as aivl^^ V^ ^^nce, an 
and also to some of the German States, ^>^<^^ Tames ' 
Wotton exerted bimself to the utmosf ^^^t3, Wottc 

daughter Elizabeth, the unfortunate Que^^^ ^^dor to V 

he always spoke of as his dear mistress 7^ >^ 

brates in one of the best of his poenjs. * ^^^^ ^alf of Js 

On his return to England he was made. ^ ^^^oheinia* 
retained that post till his death. In i6t ^:^ whom he 

his poems (fourteen m number) was pu-l^ 2!^^x>. 
I^eltquia Wottonian(E, One of these, ^^ l^^ T^^^t of Etoi 
Life, appears to have been a special favo, ^^^^^'S^^^'^^^ collect] 

*^^:|^r^^^^^,^ v^ith Uii 

We owe the RELIQXJES OF Ak.. ^ ^t^h b!^ Jo 

POETRY to Dr. Thomas Percy, BisK^C^:*^.^ 

was born in 1729. was a country clergy»^^ ^i^^i^T- ri^unr 

Northamptonshire, was made bishop in v!?^^^ ^^ ^ ^^Ot 

He spent many years in his country ^^^ ^^:ir ^^^ore. 
old ballads from various sources, but K-'^^lV. ^-^^J^^^Y^^i^ 
manuscript volume m folio which he foun^^ ciV??'«^n i^t 'I n 
the house of a friend, where the maids^ ^3^ii5^f so». ^^^^Ci 
use it for lighting the fire. It containe<?^^^i^^ o^t^ « ^^ 
poems, songs, and metrical romances ^x^*^^^^^ har/ if ^Oq 
fchaucer's time or even earlier, to the a^^^ X^^^^y tto ».^^t,^^ 




known Sa.muel Pepys of Charles II.« *^3l>outfi?f«n,. 
rymple, of Hales, near Edinburgh, co^;***"^ ^« by ^^Poe^ 
Soems; Garr-ck, and the poet Shensto^'»^iVi^^ S.V^^^^^f. 
Br. Johnson gave YiBv,arm approval. °'*«. l^*^d old^^i^ "^«''- 
Fercy added a number of modern - ' t»»et ^=°«S; 
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by himself, and the whole was published in 1765. Among 
other tributes to the excellence of the work we have that of 
Scott, who says : * The first time I could scrape a few shillings 
together I bought myself a copy of these beloved volumes ; 
nor do I believe that I ever read a book half so frequently, or 
with half the enthusiasm.' 

THE MINSTRELSY OF THE SCOTTISH BORDER, 

of which the first two volumes appeared in 1802 and the third 
in 1803, was the first considerable work of Sir Walter Scott. 
In 1792 he paid his first visit to Liddesdale, a wild district in 
Roxburghshire, to pick up some of the ancient ballads preserved 
among the descendants of the moss-troopers. So well did he 
enjoy the visit that for seven successive years he made a raid, as 
he called it, into Liddesdale, * exploring every rivulet to its 
source and every ruined peel from foundation to battlement.' 

Scott received aid from other enthusiastic lovers of old 
songs, and especially from John Leyden, the learned son of a 
Roxburgh shepherd, and from James Hogg, the Ettrick shepherd, 
whose aged mother * was celebrated for having by heart several 
ballads in a more perfect form than any other inhabitant of the 
vale of Ettrick.' 

The greater number of the poems in the Minstrelsy^ such as 
Sir Patrick Spens, the Battle of Otterbourne^ Kinmont Willie^ 
and others are genuine remains of antiquity, and Scott's intro- 
ductions and notes to them are of great interest. 

But he contributed some half-dozen original pieces to the 
collection, of which the most beautiful are Glenfinlas and The 
Eve of St. fohn. 
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